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PREFACE 

TO 

THE FOLLOWING THEATRE CO "V 

or 

MEASURE FOR ME4SURE. 



This Comedy contains scenes which are truly 
worthy of the first of dramatic poets. Isabella plead- 
ing with Angeld in behalf of mercy to her bro- 
ther, and afterwards insisting that his life must 
not be purchased by the sacrifice of her chastity, 
is an object of such interest, as to make the 
reader desirous of overlooking the many great de- 
fects which are to be found in other parts of this 
play. The story is little suited to a comedy. The 
wickedness of Angelo is so atrocious, that I recol- 
lect only one instance of a similar kind being 
recorded in history; and that is considered by 
many persons as of doubtful authority. ' His crimes, 
indeed, are not completed, but he supposes them 
to be so ; and his guilt is as great as it would have 
been, if the person of Isabella hdd been violated, 
and the head of Ragozine had been Claudio's. This 
monster of iniquity appears before the Duke, de- 
fending his cause with unblushing boldness; and 
after the detection of his crimes, he can scarcely 
be 8aid to receive any punishment. A hope is even 
expressed that he will prove a good husband, but 
for no good reason — namely, because he has been a 
little bad* Angelo betrayed the trust reposed in 
him by the Duke ;' he threatened Isabella that if she 

« Kirk, 
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« would not surrender her virtue, he would not mere- 
ly put her brother to death, but make his deatJi 
drati) out to lingering sufferance ; and finally, when 
he thought his object accomplished, he ordered 
Claudio to .be murdered in violation of his most 
solemn engagement. These are the crimes which, 
in the language of Mariana, are expressed by the 
words a little bad ; and, with a perfect knowledge- 
of Angelp's having committed them, she 
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" Craves no other nor no better man. 

Claudio's life having been preserved by the Provost^ 
it would not, perh^s, have been lawful to have put 
Angelo to death ; but the Duke might, with great 
propriety, have addressed him in the words of Bo<» 
ihgoroke to Exton, 

*' Go wander through the shade of night, 
^ And never show thy head by day nor light.** 

Other parts of the play are not without faults* 
The best characters act too much on a system of 
duplicity and falsehood ; and the Duke, in the fifUi 
act, trines cruelly with the feelings of Isabella, 
allowing her to suppose her brother to be dead^ 
much longer than the story of the play required. 
Lucio is inconsistent as well as profligate. He 
appears, in the first act, as the friend of Claudio^ 
and in the fiftii, he assists the cause of Angelo^ 
whom he supposes to have been his murderer. 
Lastly, the indecent expressions with which many 
of the scenes abound, are so interwoven with the 
story, that it is extremely difficult to separate the 
one from the other. ' 

A It is gratifying to me to perceive that Mrs. Inchbald, 
the respectable Editor of " the British Theatre," in her 
preface to this play, has expressed her sentiments respect- 
mg Anffelo and the comic characters, in terms exactly cor- 
responmng with my own. 



Feeling my own inability to render this play, suf- 
idoitly correct for family-reading, I have thought 
it advisable to print it (without presuming to alter 
a single word) from the published copy, as per- 
ibrmed at the Theatre Royal, Coven t Garden. 

The alterations, as I am informed, are. the work 
of that gentleman, to whose theatrical talents and 
laudable exertions, united to those of his unrivalled 
lister, our dramatic writers in general, and Shak« 
speare in particular, are more indebted than to any 
person since the death of Mr. Garrick. 

If my Readers should think (and I confess 
myself to be of that opinion) that " Measure for 
Measure'* is not yet an unobjectionable play, I 
would request them to peruse it attentively in its 
original form ; and I am fully persuaded that there 
is no person, who will not then bestow praise on 
the ability with which Mr. Kemble has improved it, 
rather than express surprise at 'its not being en- 
tirely freed from those defects which are inseparably 
connected with the story. 

Thomas Bowdler^ 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



ViNC^NTio, duke of Austria. . 

Angelo, lord depuiy in the dukes absence, 

EscALUs, an ancient lord, joined tvith Angelo in 

deputation. 
Claudio, a young gentleman. 
Lucio, ajantastick. 

Provost. 
Peter, a friar. 
Elbow, a simple- constable. 
Froth, ajbotish gentleman. 
PoMPEY, servant to Mrs. Over -done. 
Abhorson, an executioner. 
Barnardine, a dissolute prisoner. 
Thomas, servant to Angelo. 

Isabella, sister to Claudio. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 
Francisca, a nun. 
Mistress Over-done. 

Guards, Officers^ and other Attendants. 

Scene, Vienna* 
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ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Duke's Palace, 

The Duke, Escalus, Frederick^ and Leofold, 

discovered, 

Duke, EscALus,— 

Escal, Mv lord. 

Duke, Of government the properties to unfold. 
Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse^ 
Since I am put to know, that your own sciefnce 
Exceeds, in that, the lists ' of all advice 
My strength can give you : 
The nature of our people, 
Our city's institutions, and the terms 
For conmion justice, you are as pfegnant in ^ 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember : There is our commission. 
From which we would not have you warp. -^ Call 
hither, 

[Esc ALUS kneels f and takes his commission^, 
I say, bid come before us, Angelb. 

{^Exit Leopold* 
What figure of us, think you,' he will bear ? 
For you must know^ we have; with special soul, 

'BoundB» Full of. 
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Elected him our absence to supply ; 

Lent him our terror, dress'd him with our love ; . 

And given his deputation all the organs 

Of our own power : — What think you of it ? 

Esca, If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo such ample grace and honour^ 
It is lord Angelo. 

Enter Leopold and Angelo. 

Duke. Look, where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your grace's will, 
I come to know your pleasure. 

Duke. Angelo, 

There is a kind of character in thy li^, 
That, to the observer, doth thy history 
Fully unfold : — 

In our remove, be thou at full ourself ; 
» Mortality and mercy in Vienna 
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old Escalus, 
Though first in question, is thy secondary : 
Take thy commission. 

Ana. , Now, good my lord. 

Let there be some more test made of my metal. 
Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp'd upon it. 

Duke. We have, with a leaven'd and prepared 
choice. 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours. 

[Angelo kneels and receives his commission^ 

We shall write to you» 
As time and our concernings shall impdrtune. 
How It goes with us ; and do look to know 
What doth befaill you here. So, fare you well : 
To the hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 
^/fjg-. Yet, give leave, my lord^ 

That we may bring you somedung oii the way. 
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Duke. My haste may not admit it : 
I'll privily away. —^ 

[^Exeunt Leopold and Frederick 
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own. 
So to iniorce, or qualify' the laws, 
As to your soul seems good. — 

Once more, fare you well. 
Ang, The heavens give safety to your purposes. 
Esca. Lead forth, and bring you back in happi- 
ness ! 
Duke. I thank you : — Fare you well. 

\^Exit Duke. 
Esca. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 
A power I have ; but of what strength and nature 
I am not yet instructed. 
Ang. 'Tis so with me: — Let us withdraw to^ 
gether, 
And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 
Esca. 1*11 wait upon your honour. 

[Exeunt Angelo and Escalus 



SCENE II. 

The Garden of a Monastery. 

Enter Friar Peter and the Duke. 

Duke. No, holy father; throw away that thought 
Believe not, that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom : why I desire thee' 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth, 

^^er. May your grace speak ot iX.*? 

c 2 
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Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you i 
How I have ever loved the life removed ; ' 

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies, ' 

Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps. 
I have aeliver'd to lord Angelo, 
(A man of stricture, and firm abstinence,) 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes me travelled to Poland; 
For so I have strewed it in the common ear, 
And so it is received. Now, pious sir, 
You will demand of me, why I do this ? 

Peter, Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting 
laws, ^ 

(The needful bits and curbs to headstrong steeds,) 
Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep : 
Now, as (fond fathers 

Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch, 
Only to stick it in their children*s sight. 
For terror, not to use,) in time the rod 
Becomes more mock*d, than fear'd : so our decrees^ 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 
And liberty plucks justice by the nose : 
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Peter, It rested in your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleased : 
And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd, 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 

Sith 'twas my fault, to give the people scope, 
'Twould be my tyranny, to strike and gall them 
For what I bi^ them do : For we bid this be done. 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass. 
And not the punishment. Therefore, my father, 
I have on Angelo imposed the office ; 
Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home. 
And, toljehold hia sway, 
Jnri/I, as 'twere a brotlier of your order. 
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Visit both prince and people : therefore, I pr'ythee. 

Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 

How I may formally in person bear me 

Like a true friar. — More reasons for this action. 

At our more leisure, shall I render you ; 

Only this one : — Lord Angelo is precisp ; 

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses, 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 

Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we see, 

If power change purpose, what our seemers be. 

[Exeunt the Duke and Friar Peter. 



SCENE III. 

JThe Street. 

Enter Leopold, Lucio, and Frederick. 

Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes, come 
not to composition with the king of Hungary, why, 
then all the dukes fall upon the king. 

Fred* Heaven grant us its peace, but not this king 
of Hungary's ! 

Leo* Amen. 

Lucio. Thou concludest, like the sanctimonious 
pirate, that went to sea with the Ten Command- 
ments, but scraped one out of the table. 

Leo. Thou shalt not steal ? 

Lucio* Ay, that he razed. 

Fred. Why, 'twas a commandment to command 
the captain and all the rest from their functions ; 
they put forth to steal : there's not a soldier of us 
all, tnat in the thanksgiving before meat, doth relish 
the petition well that prays for peace. 

Leo. I never heard any soldier dislike it. 

Lucio. I beUeve the^; for I think thou never 
wast where grace was said. 

c 3 
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Enter Mrs. Overdone. 

Fred. How now ? Which of your hips has the 
most profound sciatica ? 

Over, Well, well; there's one yonder arrested, 
and carried to prison, was worth five thousand of 
you all. 

Lucio. Who's that, I pray thee ? 

Over, Marry, sir, that's Claudio, signior Claudio. 

Fred, Claudio to prison ! 'tis not so ? 

Over. Nay, but I know 'tis so: J saw him ar- 
rested ; saw him carried away : and, which is more, 
within these three days his head is to be chopped 
o£ 

Lucio, But, after all this fooling, I would not 
have it so. Art thou sure of this ? 

Over, I am too sure of it ; and, they say, it is for 
getting madam Julietta with child. 

Lucio, Believe me, this may be : he promised to 
meet me two hours since ; and he was ever precise 
In promise-keeping. Away: let's go learn the 
trutn of it. 

^Exeunt Lucio, Leopold, and Frederick. 

Over, Thus, what with the war, what with the 
gallows, and what with poverty, I am custom- 
shrunk. 

Enter Pompey. 

How now ? What's the news with you ? 

Pom, Yonder man is carried to prison. 

Over, What, is there a maid with child by him ? 

Pom, No ; but there's a woman with maid by him : 
You have not heard of the proclamation, have you ? 

Over, What proclamation, man ? 

Pom, rAll houses in the suburbs of Vienna must 
be plucked down. 

^ver. Why, here's a change, indeed; in the com- 
mon wealth ! — What's to do here? 
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Pom. Here comes signior Claudio, led by the 
provost to prison. 
Over. Let's withdraw. 

[^Exeunt Mrs. Overdone and Pompey. 

Enter Provost, Claudio, and tivo Apparitors. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to 
the world ? 
Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 

Prov. I do it not in evil disposition, 
But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud. Thus can the demi-god, Authority, 
Make us pay down for our offence by weight : — 
The woras of heaven : — on whom it will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, so ; yet still 'tis just. 

Enter Lucio, Frederick, and Leopold. 

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio ? whence comes 
this restraint ? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, li- 
berty ; 
As surfeit is Uie father of much fast, 
So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint : Our natures do pursue. 
Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirsty evil ; and when we drink, we die. 

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, 
I would send for certain of tny creditors : and yet 
to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of 
freedom, as the morality of imprisonment. — Wliat's 
thy offence, Claudio ? 

Claud. What, but to speak of, would offend again. 

Lucio. What is it? Murder? 

Claud. No. 

Prov. Away^ sir : you must eol 

Clau4' One word, good friend;-^ Lucio, ci'wotA 
with you. 



12 MEASURE ]POR MEASURE. [ACT 1. 

Lucio. A hundred, if they will do you any good. 

Claud, Thus stands it with me: — Upon a true 
contract, 
I got possession of Julietta*s bed ; 
You know the lady ; she is fast my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order : this we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the cofier of her friends ; 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love. 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances. 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment, 
With character too gross, is writ on Juliet. 

Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 

Claud, Unhappily, even so ; 
And the new deputy now for the Duke 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, 
Which have, like unscour'd armour, hung by the 

wall 
So long, that fourteen zodiacs have gone round, 
And none of them been worn : and, for a name. 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 
Freshly on me : — 'Tis surely for a name. 

Lucio. I warrant it is, and thy head stands so 
tickle on thy shoulders, that a milkmaid, if she be in 
love, may sigh it off. 

Claud. I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service : 
This day my sister should the cloister enter, 
And there receive her approbation : 
Acquaint her with the danger of my. state ; 
implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict deputy ; bid herself assay him ; 
I have great hope in that : for in her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialect, 
Such as moves men : besides, she has a prosperous 

art 
When she will play with reason and discourse. 
And well she can persuade. 
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t 

Ludo. I pray she may ; as well for the encou- 
ragement of the like, as for the enjoying of thy life, 
who I would be sorry should be thus foolishly lost 
at a game of tick-tack. 1*11 to her. 
Claud, I thank you, good friend Lucio. 
Lucio. Within two hours. — 
Gaud. Come, officer, away. 
[^Exeunt Provost, Claudio^ Frederick, Leo- 
pold, the two. Apparitors, and Lucio. 



SCENE IV. 

A Nunnery, 

Enter Isabella and Francisca. 

Isa. And have you nuns no further privileges ? 

Fran* Are not these large enough ? 

ha. Yes, truly.: I speak not as desiring more ; 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sisterhood. 

Lucio, £Ringmg tvithout,"] Ho! Peace be in this 
place ! 

Isa, Who's that which calls ? 

Fran, It is a man's voice : Gentle Isabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his business of him ; 
You may, I may not ; you are yet unsworn : 
When you have voW*d, you must not speak with men. 
But in the presence of the prioress. 

Lu^io, [^Ringing toithout.2 Peace be in this place ! 
Ho! 

Fran, He calls again ; I pray you, answer him. 

[_Exit Francisca. 

Isa. Who is't that calls? [^Opens the door, 

- Enter Lucio. 

Lucio, Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those cheek-TO^ei^ 
Proclaim you are no leas! Can you so stead me^ 
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As bring mc to the sight of Isabella, 

A novice of this place, and the fair sister 

To her unhappy brother Claudio ? 

Isa. Why, her unhappy brother? let me ask; 
The rather, for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella, and his sister.' 

Lucio, Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
you: 
Not to be weary with you, he's in prison. 

Isa. Woe me ! For what ? 

Lucio. For that, which, if myself might be his 
judge. 
He should receive his punishment in thanks : 
He hath got his friend with child. 

Isa. My cousin Juliet? 

Lucio. Is she your cousin ? 

Isa. Adoptedly; as school-maids change their 
names. 
By vain though apt affection. 

Lucio. Shc'itis. 

Isa. O, let him marry her! 

Luci^. This is the point* 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence; 
Upon his place. 

And, with full line of his auUiority, 
Governs lord Angeld; a man, whose blood 
Is very snow-broth : 
He hath pick'd out an act. 
Under whose heavy sense your brother's life 
Falls into forfeit: he. arrests him on it ; 
And follows close the rigour of the statute, 
To make him an example: all hope is ^one, 
tJnless you have the grace, by your fair prayer. 
To soften Angelo: — And that's my pith 
Of business 'twixt you and your poor brother. 

Isa. Doth he so seek his life ? 

Zucio. Has censur'd ^ him 

3 Sentenced. 
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Already ; and, as I hear, the provost hath 
A warrant for his execution. 

ham Alasl what poor ability's in me 
To do him good? 

Lucio. Assay the power you have. 

Ita. My power! Alasl I doubt, — 

Luciom Our doubts are traitors, 

And make us lose the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt : Go to lord Ahgelo, 
^d let him learn to know, when maidens sue. 
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel. 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they memselves would owe^ tnem. 

ha. I'll see what I can do. 

Lucio. , But, speedily. 

ha, I will about it straight ; 
No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affiur. I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother : soon at night 
I'll send him certain word of my success. 

Lucio. I take my leave of you. 

Isa.S Good sir, adieu. 

[^Exeunt Isabella and Lucio. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

A HaU in Angelo's House. 

Efder Escalus, Angelo, and Provost. 

Ang. We must not make a scarecrow of the law> 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 

^Have. 
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And let it keep one shape, till custom make it - i^ 
Their perch, and not their terror. ill 

Esca. Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, - i^ 

Than fall, and bruise to death : Alas ! this gentle- ^^ 

man. 
Whom' I would save, had a most noble father. ^• 

Let but your honour know ^ 

gHiom I believe to be most strait in virtue,) 
ad time cohered with place, or place with wishing,- ^ 
Whether you had not, some time in your life, 
Err'd in this point, which now you censure him, 
And pull'd the law upon you ? 

Aug. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, j 

Another thing to fall. ^ 

You may not so extenuate his offence, 
For^ I have had such faults ; but rather tellme. 
When I, that censure him, do so offend, 
Let mine own judgment pattern but my death. 
And nothing come in partial. — Sir, he must die. • 

Esca, , Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang. Where is the provost ? 

Prov, Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang, See that Claudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared : 
For that's the utmost of his pilgrimage. 

Esca. Well, Heaven forgive him! and forgive us 
all! [£arfi^ EscALus. 

Prov, Is it your will, Claudio shall die to-mor- 
row? 

Ang. Did not I tell thee, yea ? Hadst thou not 
order? 
Why dost thou ask again ? 

Prov. Lest I might be too rash ; 

Under yoi|r good correction, I have seen, 

s Because. 
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When, after execution, jadgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Angm Goto; let that be mine: 

Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you shall well be spared. 

PraVf I crave your honour's pardon. — 

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She's very near her hour. 

Ang. Dispose of her 

To some more fitting place; and that with speed. 

Enter Thomas. 

Tho* Here is the sister of the man condemn'd 
Desires access to you. 

Angm Hath he a sister ? 

Prov. Ay, my good lord ; a very virtuous maid, 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 
If not already. 

Ang* Well, let her be admitted. 

[^Exit Thomas. 
See you, the fornicatress be removed ; 
Let ner have needful, but not lavish, means ; 
There shall be order for it. 

Enter Isabella tind Lucio. 

Prov* Save your honour! [JExiV Provost. 

Aug. You are welcome : what's your will ? 

Isa. I am a woeful suitor to your honour. 
Please but your honour hear me. 

Ang. Well ; what's your suit ? 

Isa. There is a vice, that most I do abhor, 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice ; 
For which I Would not plead, but that I must; 
Por which I must not plead, but that I am 
At war, 'twixt will and will not. 

Aj^. Well ; the ia«Xlw 'i 

Isa, I have a brother is condeiDu'd to die • 
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I do beseech you, let it be his faulty 
And not my brother, 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it! 
Why, every fault's condemned, ere it be done : 
Mine were the very cjrpher of a function, 
To fine the faults, whose fine stands in record, 
And let go by the actor. 

Isa, O just, but severe law ! < 

I had a brother then. — Heaven keep your honour ! 

\^ReHringn 

Lucio. [To IsAB.] Give't not o'er so: to him 
again, entreat him ; 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown : 
You are too cold. 

Jsa. Musi he needs die ? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. ' 

Isa. Yes; I do think that you might pardon him. 
And neither Heaven, nor man, grieve at dfe mercy. 

Ang. I will not do't. 

Isa, But can vou, if you would ? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 

Isa. But might you do't, and do the world no 
wrong. 
If so your heart were touch'd with that remorse 
As mine is to him ? 

Ang. He*s sentenced; 'tis too late. 

Isa. Too late ! why, no; I, that do speak a word. 
May call it back again: Well, believe this. 
No ceremony that to great ones 'longs. 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed sword. 
The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe. 
Become them with one half so good a grace. 
As mercv does. 

If he had been as you, and you as he, 
You would have supp'd, like him ; but he like jou, 
Would not have been so stem. 

^^^. Pray you, begone. 
^sa» I woula to heaven I had yoMc i^ol^nc^. 



SCEXE I.] MXASUAE FOR MEASURE. 19 

And you were Isabel! should it then be thus? 
No ; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
And what a prisoner. 

iln^.^Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 

ha. Alas! alas! 

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy : How would you be, 
If He, which is the top of judgment, should 
Bat judge you as jrou are ? O, think on that ; 
And mercy then will breathe within your Jiips, 
Like man new made. 

Ans. Be you content, fair maid ; 

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother : 
Were he my Unsman, brother, or my son. 
It should be thus with him ; — he must die to-morrow. 

Ita. To-morrow? O, diat's sudden ! Spare him, 
spare him ; 
He's not prepared for death ! 
Good, good my lord, bethink you ; 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 
There's many have committed it. 

Ang, The law hath not been dead, though it hath 
slept ; 
Those many had not dared to do that evil. 
If the first man, that did infringe the edict. 
Had answer'd for his deed. 

Isa, Yet show some pity. 

Ans. I show it most of all, when I show justice ; 
For then I pity those I do not know, 
Which a dismissed offence would after gall ; 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow : be content. 

Jra. So you must be the first that gives this sen- 
tence ; 
And he that Buffers : O, it is excellent 

d2 
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To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 

Lucio. That's well said. 

Isa. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himseJf does, Jove would ne*er be quiet; 
For every pelting, petty officer 
Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing but 

thunder — 
Merciful heaven ! 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Split*st the un^vedgeable and gnarled'' oak, 
Than the soft myrtle : — O, but man, proud man ! 
Dress'd in a little brief authority. 
Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd, 
His glassy essence, — like an angry ape, 
Plays such fantastick tricks before high Heaven, 
As make the angels weep ! 

Lucio. O, to him, to him, wench : he will relent ; 
He's coming ; I perceive't. 

Isa. We cannot weigh our brother with ourself : 
Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 

Ang. Why do you put these sayings upon me ? 
' Isa. Because authority, though it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself. 
That skins the vice o' the top : Go to your bosom ; 
Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That's like my brother's fault : if it confess 
A .natural guiltiness, such as is his, 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's life. 

Ang. She speaks, and 'tis 

Such sense, that my sense breeds with if. — Farfe 
you well. [6rot»g. 

Isa. Gentle my lord, turn back. 
. • Ang. I will bethink me. — Come again to-morrow. 

[^Going, 

6 Knotted. 
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Isa, Harky how I'll bribe you. 

Ang. How, bribe me? 

Isa, Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall share 
with you. 

Lucio. You had marred all else. 

Isa* Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor, 
As fimcy values them : but with true prayers, 
That shall be up at heaven, and, enter there. 
Ere sun-rise; prayers from preserved souls. 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well : come to me 

To«iorrow. 

Isa. Heaven keiep your honour safe ! \_Retiring, 

Ang. Amen ! — for I 

Am that way going to temptation. 
Where prayers cross. 

Isa. At what hour to-morrow 

£3iall I attend your lordship ? 

Ang. At any time 'fore noon. 

Jsa. Save your honour ! 

{Exeunt Lucio and Isabella. 

Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue ! — 

Whafs this ? What's this ? Is this her fault, or mine ? 
Can it be. 

That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman's lightness? Having waste ground 

enough, 
Sh]Bll we desire to raze the sanctuary ? 
O, fie, fie, fie ! 

What dost thou ? or what art thou, Angelo ? 
O, let her brother live : 
Hiieves for their robbery have authority, 
When judges steal themselves. What, do I love her? 
That I desire to hear her speak a^n, 
And feast upon her eyes ? This virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite : — Ever, till now, 
When men were fond, Isniird,andwondei'd\iov. 

D 3 ^Exik. 
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SCENE II. 

The street. 

Enter Elbow, Pompey, Froth, arid two 

Tipstaves* 

Elb. Come, bring them away : if these be good 
people in a commonweal, that do nothihg but use 
their abuses in common houses, I know no law : 
bring them away. 

Enter Escalus and ttoo Apparitors. 

Esca, How now, sir? What's your name? and 
what's the matter ? 

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor duke's 
constable, and my name is Elbow : I do lean upon 
justice, sir ; and do bring in here before your good 
honour two notorious benefactors. ' 

Esca. Benefactors? Well; what benefactors are 
they ? Are they not malefactors ? 

Elb, If it please your honour, I know not well 
what they are ; but precise villains they are, that I 
am sure of; and void of all profanation m the world, 
that good Christians ought to have. 

Esca, This comes off well ; here's a wise officer. 
What are you, sir ? 

Elb, He, sir ? a tapster, sir ; one that serves a bad 
woman ; whose house, sir, was, as they say, plucked 
down in the suburbs : and now she professes a hot- 
house, which, I think, is a very ill house too. 

Esca. How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife, sir, whom 1 detest % before heaven 
-and your honour, 

Esca. How, thy wife ? 

Elb. Ay, sir ; whom, I thank heaven, is an honest 
woman. — 



7 Tor protect. 
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' Esca. Dost thou detest her therefore ? 

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well 
es she, that this house is a naughty house. 

Esca, How dost thou know that, constable ? 

Elb. Marry, sir, by my wife ; who, if she had 
been a woman cardinally given, might have been 
accused in adultery, and all uncleanliness there. 

Esca. By the woman's means ? 

Elb. Ay, sir, by mistress Overdone's meims ; hut 
as she spit in his face, [^Pointing at Froth. J so she 
defied him. 
' Pom. Sir, if it please your honour, this is not so. 

Elb. Prove it before this varlet here, thou honour- 
able man, prove it. 

Pom* Sir, she came in, great with child, and 
longing, saving your honour's reverence, for stewed 
prunes ; — Sir, we had but two in the house, which 
at that very distant time stood, as it were, in a 
fruit-dish, a dish of some three-pence ; your honour 
has seen such dishes ; they are not china-dishes, but 
¥ery good dishes. 

Esca. Go to, go to ; no matter for the dish, sir. 

Pom. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin ; you are 
therem in the right : but, to the point : As I say, 
this mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with child, and 
lonmng, as I said, for prunes ; and having but two 
in me dish, as I said — master Froth, here, this very 
man, having eaten the rest, as I said, and, as I say, 
paying for them very honestly ; for, as you know, 
master Froth, I could not give. you tbrecrpence 
again; 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Pom. Very well : — you being then. — 

Esca. Come, you are a tedious fool : to the pur- 
pose. — What was done to Elbow's wife, that he 
oath cause to complain of ? Come me to what was 
done to Elbow's wife ; once more. 
: ..Pom, Once^ sir I there was nothing doive.lo\^fit 
aace. 
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Elb, I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man 
did to my wife. 

Esca. Well, sir ; — What did this gentleman to 
her? 

Pom, I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman's 
face : — Good master Froth, look upon his honour ; 
'tis for a good purpose ; doth your honoiu* mark hii 
face ? 

Esca. Ay, sir, very well. 

Pom, Doth your honour see any harm in his ftce? 

Esca. Why, no. 

Pom, I'll be supposed upon abook^ his face is the 
worst thing about him : good then;. if his face be 
the worst thing about him, how could master Froth 
do the constable's wife any harm ? I would know 
that of your honour. 

Esca, Constable, what say you to it ? 

Elb, First, an it like you, the house is a respected 
house; next, this is a respected fellow ; and his mis* 
tress is a respected woman. 

Pom, By this hand, sir, his wife is a more respecU 
ed person than any of us all. 

Elb, Varlet, thou liest ; thou liest, wicked varlet ; 
the time is yet to come, that she was ever respected 
with man, woman, or child. 

Pom, Sir, she was respected with him before he 
married with her. 

Esca, Which is the wiser here,-— justice or ad^ 
qiuty ? — Is this true ? 

Elb, O thou caitiff! O thou varlet ! O thou wicked 
Hannibal ** ! I respected with her, before I was mar*- 
ried to her ! If ever I was respected with her, or she 
with me, let not your worship think me the poor 
dake's officer : — Prove this, thou wicked Hanni- 
bal, or I'll have mine action of battery on thee. 

Esca, If he took you a box o' the ear, you might 
have your action of slander too. 
-£Xf, MMny, I thank your good vrotiAdf for it : 

* For cannibaL 
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What ia't your worship's pleasure I shall do with 
this wicked caitiff? 

Esca. Truly, officer, because he has some offences 
in him, that diou would'st discover if thou could'st, 
let him continue in his courses, till thou know'st what 
they are. 

. £^« Marry, I thank your woirship for it : — Thou 
see'st, thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon 
thee ; thou art to continue now, thou varlet ; thou 
art to continue. 

Etca, Come hither to me, master Froth. Master 
Froth, I would not have you acquainted with tap- 
sters ; they, will draw you, master Froth, and you 
will hang them : get you gone, and let me hear no 
more of you. 

Froth. I thank your worship : for mine own part, 
I never come into any room in a tap-house, but I am 
drawn in. * 

Esca. Well no more of it, master Froth: fare- 
well. — [^Exit Froth.] — Come you hither to me, 
piaster Tapster; what's your name, master Tapster? 

Pom. Pompey. 

Esca. I advise you, let me not find you before 
me again upon any cotoiplaint whatsoever ; if 1 do, 
Pompey, 1 shall beat you to your tent, and prove a 
shrewii Caesar to you ; in plain dealing, Pompey, I 
shall have you whipped : so, for this time, Pompey, 
fare you well. 

Pom. I thank your worship for your good coun- 
sel ; — But I shall follow it, as the flesh and fortune 
shall better determine. [£xiY Pompey. 

Esca. Come hither to me, master Elbow ; come 
hither, master Constable. How long have you 
been in this place of constable ? 
. Elb. Seven year and a half, sir. 

Esca. I thought, by your readiness in the office 
youh^ continuance in it some time : you say, seven 
years together ? 

jS'^, And a half, sir. 
£sca. Ala$ ! it bath been great painE to ^ou\ 
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They do you wrong to put you so oft upon't : are 
there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it ? 
. Eld. Taith, sir, few of any wit in such matters : 
as they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for 
them ; I do it for some piece of money, and go 
through with all. 

Esca. Look you, bring me in the names of some 
six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish. 
. Elb. To your worship's house, sir ? 

Esca. To my house : Fare you well. 

{^Exeunt Escalus, Apparitors, 
JQlbow, and Tipstaves. 



SCENE III. 

A Room in Angelo*s House. 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and 
pray 
To several subjects : Heaven hath ray empty words ; 
Whilst my intention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth ; 
And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception. 

Enter Thomas. 

How now, who's there ? 

Tho. One Isabel, a sister, 

Desires access to you. 

Ang. Teach her the way. 

' [_ExU Thomas. 

O heavens ! 

Why does my blood thus muster to my heiurt, 
Making both it unable for itself, 
-And dispossessing all my other paiU 
^^neceeaary fitness ? 
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Enter Isabi^illa. 

How now, fair maid ? 

Isa. I am come to know your pleasure. 

Ang. That you might know it, would much better 
please me, 
Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot 
live. 

Isa, Even so ? — Heaven keep your honour ! 
, [^ Retiring. 

Ang, Yet may he live a while : and, it may be. 

As long as you or I : — Yet he must die. 

Isa. Under your sentence ? 

Ang. Yea. 

Isa. When, I beseech you ? that in his reprieve. 
Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted. 
That his soul sicken not. 

Ang. Ha ! Fie, these filthy vices ! It were as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness, that do coin heaven's image, 
In stamps that are forbid. i 

Isa. Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth. 

Ang. Say you so ? then I shall poze you quickly. 
Which bad you rather, — that the most just law 
Now took your brother's life, or, to redeem him, 
Give up your person to such sweet uncleanness, 
As she that he hath if tain'd ? 

Isa. Sir, believe this, 
I had rather give my body than my soul. 

Ang. I talk not of your soul ; our compell'd sins 
Stand more for number than for accompt. 

Isa, How say you ? 

Ang. Nay, I'll not warrant that : for I can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ; — 
I, now the voice of the recorded law. 
Pronounce a sentence on your brothet*^ \\te • 
Mlgiit there not be a chanty in sin, 
Toaare dm brotber'a life .^ 
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Isa. Please you to do't, 
I'll take it as a peril to my soul, 
It is no sin at all, but charity, 

Ang. Pleas'd you to do*t, at peril of your soul. 
Were equal poize of sin and charity. ' 

Isa. That I do beg his life, if it be sin, 
Heaven let me bear it ! you granting of my suit. 
If that be sin, I'll make it my mom prayer ^ 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your, answer. ^ 

Aug. Nay, but hear me : 
Your sense pursues not mine : either you are ignor 

rant, 
Or seem so, craftily ; and that's not good. 

Isa^ Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

Aug. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright 
When it doth tax itself: — But mark me ; 
To be received plain, I'll speak more gross : 
Your brother is to <lie. 

Isa, So. . • 

Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon tliat pain. 

Jsa. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to save his life, 
(As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 
\But in the loss of question,) that you, his sister. 
Finding yourself desired of such a person. 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place. 
Could fetch your brother from the manaclea 
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either . 
You must lay down the treasure of your person 
To this supposed, or else let him suffer ; 
What would you do ? 

Isa. As much for my poor brother, as myself: 
That is, were I under me terms of death, 
The impression of keen whips Td ^eax «& rubieit 
Aad strip myself to deathj . aa U> abesSi 
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That longing I have been sick for, ere I*d yield 
My person up to shame. 

Ang, Then must your brother die. 

Isa, And 'twere the cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother died at once. 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 
Should die for ever. 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
That yOu have slandered so ? 

Isa, Ignominy in ransom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houses : lawful mercy is 
Nothingakin to foul redemption. 

Ang, You seem'd of late to make the law a ty- 
tant; 
And rather proved the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice* 

Jsa. O pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out > 
To have what we'd have, we speak not what we 

mean^: 
J something do excuse the thing I hate> 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang. We are all frail. 

Isa. Else let my brother die. 

Ang, Nay, women are frail too. 

Isa, Ay, as the glasses where they view them- 
selves ; 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are soft as our complexions are, 
And credulous to false prints. 

Ang. I think it well : 

And nrom this testimony of .your own sdx, 
(Since, I sup{>ose, we are made to be no stronger 
Than faults may shake our frames,) let me be 

bold ; — 
I do arrest your words ; Be that you are, 
That is, a woman; if you be more, you'ieTXOt^% 
If you h0 ofie (as you are well exprew'd^ 
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Bj all external warrants,) show it now, 
By putting on the destined livery. 

Isa. I have no tongue but one : gentle my lord, 
Let me entreat you speak the former language. 
' Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 

Isa. My brother did love Juliet ; and you tell me^ 
That he shall die for it. 

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 

Isa. I know your virtue hath a licence in% 
Which seems a little fouler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour. 

My words express my purpose. 

Isa. Ha ! little honour to be much believed, 
And most pernicious purpose ! — Seeming, seem- 
ing!— 
I will proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for't : 
Sign me a present pardon for my brother, 
Or, with an outstretched throat, I'll tell the world 
Aloud, what man thou art. 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 
My unsoil'd name, the austereness of my life, 
May vouch against you ; and my place i'the state, 
Will so your accusation overweigh. 
That you shall stifle in your own report. 
And smell of calumny. I have begun \ 
And now I give my sensual race the rein : 
Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ; 
Or else he must not only die the death, 
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance. — Answer me to-morrow, 
Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 
I'll prove a tyrant to him. \^Exit Angelo; 

Isa. To whom should I complain ? Did I tell this> 
Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths. 
That bear in them one and the self-same tongue^ 
Either o£ condemnation or approof ! 
Bidding the law make court sy to iheix ^wilL ; 
Hooking both right and wrong to tlve og^^^i 
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To follow as it draws 1 I'll to my brother : 

Though he hath faU'n by prompture of the blood. 

Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 

That had he twenty heads to tender down 

On twenty bloody blocks he'd yield them up, 

Before his sister should her person stoop 

To such abhorr'd pollution. 

rU tell him yet of Angelo's request, 

And fit his mind to death, for ms soul's rest. [^ExiL 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

A Room in the Prison, 



Enter the Duke, as a Friar , Cl audio and 

Provost. 

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from Xord 
Angelo ? 

Claud, "rhe miserable have no other medicine, 
But only hope : 
I have hope to live, and am prepared to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death, or life. 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with 

life,— 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art, 
(Servile to all the skiey influences,) 
That dost this habitation, where thou keep*st. 
Hourly afflict ; merely, thou art death's tool ; 
Ear him thou labour'at by thy flight to shun, 

E 2 
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And yet runn'st toward him still: thou art not 

noble ; 
For all the accommodations that thou bear'st, 
Are nursed by baseness : thou art by no means va- 

liant; . 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm. 
Happy thou art not ; 

For what thou hast not, still thou striv'st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forget'st. 
Thou hast nor youth, nor age ; 
But, as it were, an after-dinner's sleep, 
Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old and rich, 
Thou hast neiliier heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant.v What's yet in this, 
That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear. 
That makes these odds all even. 

Claud. I humbly thank you. 

To sue to live, I find, I seek to die ; 
And, seeking death, find life : let it come on. 

Isa. ^Without.'] What ho! peace here; grace 
and good company ! 
• Prov. Who's there? Come in: the wish deserves 
a welcome. \JExit Provost. 

Duke, Dear sir, ere long 1*11 visit you again. 

Claud. Most holy sir, I thank xyou. * 

Isa. [^Without."] My business is a word or two 
■ with Claudio. 

'Prov. \^Without.'] And very welcome. 

Enter Provost, and Isabella. 

X<ook, signior, here's your sister. 

Duke. Provost, a word with you. 
Bring' me to hear them speak, where I may be 
Conceal'd. [ JSxcunt the DtiKisi and^twofeU 
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Claud. Now, Bister, what is the comfort R 

ha. Lord Angelo, having afiairs to heaven, 
Intends you for his swift ambassador. 
Where you shall be an everlasting lieger ^ : 
Therefore your best appointment make with speed ; 
To-morrow you set on, 

Claud. ' Is there no remedy ? 

Isa. None, but such remedy, as, to save a head, 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Isa. Yes, brother, you may live ; 
There is a devilish mercy in the judge. 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death. 

Claud. But in what nature ? 

Isa. In such a one as (you consenting to't) 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear^ 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

Isa. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake, 
Lest thou a feverous life should*st entertain. 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Darest thou die ? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle that we tread upon. 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame ? 

If I must die, 

I will encounter darkness as a bride, 
And hug it in my arms. 

Isa. There ^ake my brother ! there my father's 
grave 
Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die : 
Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,-^ 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 

9 Resident 
E 3 
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Nips youth i*the head, and follies doth enmew. 
As falcoii do{h a fowl, — is yet a devil. 

Claud. The priestly Angelo? 

Isa. O, 'tis the cunning livery of hell, 
TThe damnedest body to invest and cover 
In priestly guards ! — Dost thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield to him my honour up, 
Tl^ou might'st be freed ? 

Claud. O, heavens ! it cannot be. 

Isa. Yes, he would give it thee, from this rank 
offence, 
So to offend him still : this night's the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name, 
Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Claud. Thou shalt not do't. 

Isa. O, were it but my life, 
rd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly ^ a pin. 

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel. 

I§a. Be ready, Claudio, for your death' to-mor- 
. row. 

Claud. O, Isabel ! — 

IstL. What says my brother? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 

Isa. And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not 
where ; 
To. lie in cold obstruction, and to rot; 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ; 
To be imprisoned in the viewless winds, 
And blown. with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Qf those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine Howling ! — 'tis too horrible ! 
The weanest and most loathed worldly life, 
^I^iat age, ache, penury^ and impmonmeut 
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Can lay on nature, is a Paradise 
To what we fear of death. 

ha, Alas, alas ! 
, Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother's life, 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Isa. O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretch ! 
Is't not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own sister's shame ? 
Take my defiance : 

Die ; perish ! might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 
rU pray a thousand pr^ers for thy death, 
No word to save thee. 

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel ! 

ha* O fie, fie, fie ! 

Thy sin's not accidental, but a trade : 
'Tis best that thou diest quickly. 

Claud. O, hear me, Isabella ! 

Re-enter the Duke. 

Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one 
word. 

Isa. What is youi* will ? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I 
would,^ by and by, have some speech with you : the 
satisfaction I would require is likewise your own be- 
nefit. 

ha. I have no superfluous leisure ; my stay must 
be stolen out of other affairs, but I will attend you a 
while. 

Duke. [ Jb Cl AUDIO aside.^ Son, I have overheard 
what hath passed between you and your sister. An- 
gelo had never the purpose to corrupt her, only, he 
oath made an essay of her virtue, to practise his judg- 
ment with tlie disposition of natures : she, having the 
truth of honour in her, hath made him that gcad^xui^. 



36 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. [ACT III. 

denial which he is most glad to receive : I am confes- 
sor to Angelo, and I know this to be true ; therefore 
prepare yourself to death : do not satisfy your reso- 
lution with hopes that are fallible : to-morrow you 
must die ; go to your knees, and make ready. 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon : I am so out 
of love with life, that 1 will sue to be rid of it. 

Duke. Hold you there: farewell. [jBoriVCLAUDio. 
Provost, a word with you. 

Re'cnter Provost. 

Prov. What's your will, father ? 

Duke. Leave me awhile with the maid ; my mind 
promises with my habit, no loss shall touch her by 
my company. 

Prov. In good time. [^Exit Provost. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath 
made you good : The assault that Angelo hath made 
to you, fortune hath conveyed to my understanding ; 
and, but that frailty hath examples for his falling, I 
should wonder at Angelo. How will ydu do-to con- 
tent this substitute, and to save your brother ? 

Isa. I am now going to resolve him ; but, O, how 
much is the good duke deceived in Angelo ! If ever 
he return, and I can speak to him, I will open my^ 
lips in vain, or discover his government. 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss ; yet, as thc^ 
matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation ; 
he made trial of you only : therefore" fasten your 
ear on my advisings — to the love I have in doing 
good, a remedy presents itself. I do make myself 
believe, that you may most uprighteously do a poor 
wronged lady a merited benefit ; redeem your bro- 
ther from the angry law ; do no stain to your own 
gracious person ; and much please the absent duke, 
if, peradventure, he shall ever return to have hear- 
MDgofthis business. 
'Jsa. Let me hear you speak t>rcdie.t\ I have 
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spirit to do any thing that appears not foul, in the 
truth of my spirit. 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fear- 
ful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana, the 
sister of . Frederick, the great soldier, who mis- 
carried at sea ? 

ha. I have heard of the lady, and good words 
went with her name. 

Duke. Her should this Angelo have married; 
was affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial ap- 
pointed : between which time of the contract, and 
limit of the solemnity, her brother Frederick was 
wrecked at sea, having in that perished vessel the 
dowry of his sister. But mark, how heavily this 
befel to the poor gentlewoman: there She lost a 
noble and renowned brother, in his love toward her 
ever most kind and natural ; with him, her marriage 
dowry ; with both, her combinate ' husband, this 
wellHBeeming Angelo. 

lia. Can this be so ? Did Angelo so leave her ? 

Duke, Left her in her tears, and dried not one of 
them with his comfort ; — swallowed his vows whole, 
pretending, in her, discoveries of dishonour ; in few, 
bestowed her on her own lamentation, which she 
now wears for his sake, and he, a marble to her 
tears, is washed with .them, but relents not. 

Isa. What a merit were it in death, to take this 
poor nuiid from the world ! What corruption in this 
me, that it will let this man live ! But how out of 
this. can she avail? 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her, the 
continuance of her first affection ; his unjustunkind- 
ne^s, that, in all reason, should have queuched her 
love, hath, like an impediment in the current, made 
it more violent and unruly. Go you to Angelo ; an- 
swer his requiring with a plausible obedience ; agree 
with his demands to the point, — only refer your- 

' Betrothed. 
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self to diis advantage : — first, that your stay with 
him may not be long; that the time may have 
all shadow and silence in it ; and the place answer 
to convenience: — this being granted in course, 
now follows all. We shall advise this wroi)ged maid 
to stead up your appointment — go in your place ; 
if the encounter acknowledge itself hereafter, it 
may compel him to her recompense : and here, by 
this, is your brother saved, your honour untainted, 
the poor Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt de- 
puty scaled. * — What think you of it ? 

Isa. The image of it gives me content already ; 
and, I trust, it will grow to a most prosperous per- 
fection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up : Haste 
you speedily to Angelo; if for this night he entreat 
you to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I 
will, presently, to saint Luke's ; there, at the moated 
grange, resides this dejected Mariana: At that 
place call upon me, and despatch with Angelo, that 
It may be quickly. 

Isa» I thank you for this comfort : fare you well^ 
good father* [Exeunt Isabella and the Duk£« 



SCENE II. 

' The Street. 

Enter Elbow, Pompey, and two Tipstaves. 

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but, that 
you will needs buy and sell men and women like 
beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown and 
white bastard.^ — 

Enter the Duke, as a Friar. 
'Bless you, good father friar I 

^ OKer-reacbed. * A. s^e^l ^m^» , 
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Dnke* And you, good brother father! — What 
offi&nce hath this. man made you, sir ? 

EUf. Marry, sir, he hath offended -the law; he 
keepeth a naughty house. 

Duke. Fie, sirrah! 
The evil that thou causest to be done, 
That is thy means to live : Go, mend ; go mend. 

Pom* Sir, I would prove 

Duke. Nay, if the devil hath given thee proofs for 
sm. 
Thou wilt prove his. — Take him to prison, officer: 
Correction and instruction must both work, 
Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Eld* He must before the deputy, sir. 

Enter Lucio. 

Pant. I spy comfort ; I cry bail : Here's a gen- 
deman, and a friend of mine. 

Lucio, How now, noble Pompey ? What, at the 
wheels of Csesar ? Art thou led in triumph ? Art 
going to prison, Pompey ? 

Pom. Yes, Taith sir. 

Lucio. Why *tis not amiss, Pompey: farewell. 
Go ; say, I sent thee thither. Farewell, good Pom- 
pey ; commend me to the prison, Pompey : You 
will turn good ^husband, now, Pompey; you will 
keep the house. 

Pom. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my 
bail. 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not 
the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your 
bondage : if you take it not patiently, why, your 
mettle is the more : Adieu, trusty Pompey.-— 'Bless 
you, friar! 

Duke. And you ! 

Ludo, Does Bridget paint still, Pompey^ ha ? 

EU. Come your ways, sir; come. 
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Pom. You will not bail me, then, sir ? 

Lucio, Then, Pompey ? nor now. — What news 
abroad, friar ? what news ? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Lucio. Go, — to kennel, Pompey, go. 

[^Exeunt Elbow, Pompey, and Tipstaves'. 
What news, friar, of the duke ? 

Duke, I know none : Can you tell me of any ? 

Lucio, Some say, he is with the emperor of Rus- 
sia ; other some^ he is' in Rome : but where is he, 
think you ? 

DvJce* I know not where: but wheresoever, I 
wish him well. 

Lttcio. It; was a mad fantastical trick of him, to 
steal from tlie state, and usurp the beggary he was 
never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in his 
absence ; he puts transgression to't. 

Duke, He does well in't. 

Lucio, A little more lenity to wenching would do 
Ho harm in him ; something too crabbed that way, 
friar. 

Duke, It is too general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Lucio, Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well allied ; but it is impossible to ex- 
tirp it quite, till eating and drinking be put dowiK 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir ; and speak apace. 
. Lucio, Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him, 
to take away the life of a man for — would the duke, 
that is absent, have done this ? Ere he would have 
hang'd a man for the getting a hundred bastards, he 
would have paid for the nursing a thousand ; -^ he 
knew the service, and that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke, I never heard the absent duke much de- 
tected for women ; he was not inclined that way, 

Lucio, O, sir, you are deceived. 

Duke, 'Tis not possible. 

Xifcio, Who? notthedul^e? yes, your beggar of 
£^yt and his use was, to put a duc^A. rnVkCt oNa*^- 
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dish * : — the duke had crotchets id him : — he would 
Jbe drunky too : that let me inform you. 
Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 
Luciom Sir^ I was an inward of his : — a shy fellow , 
was the duke ;- — and, I believe, I know the cause of 
vhis withdrawing. 
: Duke* What, I pr'ythee, might be the cause ? 

Luciom No, —pardon; — 'tis a. secret must be 
loeked within the teeth and the lips ; but this I can 
let you understand, — ^e greater file of the subject 
held the duke to be wise. 
Duke. Wise ? why, no question but he was. 
Ludom A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing 
fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy In you, folly, or mis- 
taking ; 'the very stream of his life, and the business 
hehathhelm'dS must, upon a warranted need, give^ 
.him a better proclamation ; therefore you speak nn- 
. skilfully, or, if your knowledge be more, it is much 
.darkened in your malice.. 

Lucio, Sir, I know what I know. 
Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know 
not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return 
(as. our prayers are he may), let me desire you to ' 
make your answer b.efore him ; if it be honest you 
have spoke, you have courage to maintain it : I 
. am bound to call upon you ; and, I pray you, your 
name? 

Lucio. Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known to the 
duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may * 
live to report you. 
Lucio. I fear you not. 
Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no more ; 

*^ Clade-dish, The beggars, two or three centuries ago, 

used to proclaim their want by a wooden dish with a move- 

jMe cora-, which they clacked, to show that tVievc n^^^^V 

^P^' . 5 Guided, 

roz* IT. „' 
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t>r you imagine me too imhurtful an opposite. But, 
indeed, I can do you little harm ; you'll forswear 
this again. 

Lucio. I'll be hanged first. Farewell, good friar ; 
I pr'ythee pray for me. The duke, I say to thee 
again, would eat mutton on Fridays ; and I say to 
thee^ he would mouthe with the beggar, though she 
smelt brown bread and garlic ; say, that I said so. 
Farewell. lExit Lucio. 

Duke, No might nor greatness in mortality 
Can censure 'scape ; back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes : What king so strong 
*Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ? -^ 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Escalus, Provost, and ttuo Apparitors. 

Esca. Provost, my brother Angelo will not |)e 
'altered, Claudio must die to-morrow; let him be 
furnished vi^ith divines, and have all charitable pre- 
paration; if my brother wrought by my pity, it 
should not be so with him. 

Pro. So please you, this friar hath been with him, 
and advised him for the entertainment of death. 

[Exit Provost. 

Esca, Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

Esca. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is 
now 
To use it for my time : I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the see. 
In special business from his holiness. 

Esca. What news abroa4 i' the world ? 

Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever on 
goodness, that the dissolution of it musi; cure it. — I 
pray y on, sir, of what disposition was the duke? 
^ca. One, that, above all other striflest contended 
egpedally to know himself. 
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Duke. What pleasure was he given to ? 
Eica* Rather rejoicing to see another merry, than 
meny at any thing which professed to make him re- 
joice : a gentleman of all temperance. But leave* 
we him to his events, with a prayer that they may 
pnyye prosperous ; and let me desire to know how 
you find Claudio prepared: I am made to under- 
stand, that you have lent him visitation. 

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister 
measure from his judge, but most willingly humbles 
himself to the determination of justice : yet had he 
framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty, 
many deceiving promises of life ; which I, by my 
good leisure, have discredited to him, and now he 
is resolved to die. 

Esca. You have paid the heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have laboured for the. poor gentleman to the ex^- 
tremest shore of. my modesty ; but my brother jus- 
tice have I found so severe, that he hath forced me 
to tcill him, he is indeed — justice. 

Duke. If his own life answer the straitness of liis 
proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein if he 
chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself, 
Esca. I am going to visit the prisoner : Fare you 

well. 
Duke. Peace be with you ! 

[^Exeunt EscALus and Apparitors.' 
He, who the sword of Heaven will bear, 
Should be as holy as severe : 
More nor less to others paying, 
Than by self-offences weighing. 
Shame to him, whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking ! 
Twice treble shame on Angelo, 
To weed my vice, and let his grow \ 
0, what may man within him hide, 
Though 9nge} on the outward side I— 

Je 2 
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Crafl against vice I must apply : 

With Angelo to-night shall lie 

His old betrothed, but despised ; 

So disguise shall, by the disguised, 

Pay with falseliood, false exacting, 

Am perform an old contracting. [^ExU. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Prison, 

Enter Provost, 'with a Warranty and Pomfey. 

Prov. Come hither, sirrah : — Can you cut off a 
man's head ? 

Pom, If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can : but if 
he be a married man, he is his wife*s head, and I 
cao never cut off a woman's head. 

Prov, Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and 
yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning are 
to die Claudio and Bamardine : Here is in our pri- 
son a common executioner, who in his office lacks a 
helper ; if you will take it on you to assist him, it 
shall redeem you from your gyves ^ ; if not, you shall 
have your full time of imprisonment, and your deli- 
verance with an unpitied whipping. 

Pom. Sir, I will be content to be a hangman. I 
would be glad to receive some instruction from my 
fellow-partner. 

Prov, What, ho, Abhorson ! Where's Abhorson, 
there ? 

^ Fetters. 
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Enter Abhorson. 

Aih. Do you call» sir ? 

Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to- 
morrow in your execution. 

Abh. Fie upon him, he will discredit our mystery. ^ 

Prov, Go to sir ; you weigh equally ; a feather 
will turn the scale. Provide your block and your 
axe, to-morrow, four o'clock. 

Abh, Come on, I will instruct thee in my trade ; 
fdlow. 

Pom» I desire to learn, sir ; and, I hope, if you 
have occasion to use me for your own turn, you 
shall find me yare' : for, truly, sir, for your kindness^ 
I owe you a good turn. 

Prov* Call hither Bamardine and Claudio : 

[^Exeunt Abhorson and Pompey. 
Hie one has my pity ; not a jot the other. 
Being a murderer. 

Enter Claudio. 

Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
'Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. —* Where's Barnar* 
dine? 
Claud. As fast locked up in sleep as guiltless la-> 
hour, 
When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones : 
He will not wake. 

Prov* Who can do good on him? 

Well> go, prepare yourself — {^Knocking tufithovt, 
But^ hark, what noise ? — 
Heaven give your spirits comfort ! 

[^Knocking again* -^ Exit CtAXJPio. 
By and by ; — 
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I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve. 
For the most gentle Claudio. * 

Enter the Duke, as a Friar. 

Welcome, father. 

Duke^ The best and wholesomest spirits of the 
night 
Envelope you, good provost! — Who call'd hereof 
late ? 

Prov. None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel ? 

Prav. No. 

Duke. They will then, ere't be long. 

ProD. What comfort is for Claudio ? 

Duke. There's some in hope* 

Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not sq ; his life is paralleled 
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice ; 
He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself, which he spurs on his power 
To qualify in others — {^Knocking again. 

Now are they come. — [^Exit Provost. 

This is a gentle provost : Seldom, when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. fSpeoA-w^ ^o one tojVAoi/^.] There must 'he 
stay, until the officer 
Arise to let him in ; he is call'd up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudioyet, 
But he must die to-morrow ? 

Prov. None, sir, Bone. 

Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as it is. 
You shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily', 

You something know ; yet, I believe there comes • 
A^ countermand : 

9 Peiiiaps. 
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Besides, upon the very siege ' of justice, 
Ijord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess'd the contrary. 

Enter Thomas, with a Letter. 

This is his lordship's man. 

Duke. And here conges Claiidio's pardon. 

Tho, My lord has sent you this note ; and by me 

this further charge, that you swerve not from the 

smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, oi; 

* other circumstance. Good morrow ; for, as I take 

it, it is almost day. 

Prov. [^Having read the order."} I shall obey him., 

[^Exit Thomas. 

Duke. Now, sir, what news ? 

Prov. I told you : Lord Angelo, belike, thinking 
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this un- 
wonted putting on : methinks, strangely ; for he hath 
not used it before. 

Duke. Pray you, let's hear. 

Prov. [Reads.] Whatsoever you may hear to the 
contrary y let Claudio be executed by four of the clock ; 
and, in the afternoon, Barnardine : for my better^ 
satis/action, let me have Claudio* s head sent to me by: 
five. Let this be duly performed; ivith a thought j^ 
that more depends on it than vje must yet deliver. Thus, 
faU not to ao your office, as you will answer it at, 
1/our peril. 

What say you to this, sir ? * 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be exe» 
cuted in the afternoon ? 

Prov. A Bohemian bom ; but here nursed up and 
bred : one that is a prisoner nine years old* ' 

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke liad 
not either delivered him to his liberty, or executed 
him^' I have heard^ it was ever his manner to. do so. 

' Seat, ^ Nine years in pnson. 
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Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for him : '^ 
And, indeed, his fact, till nowvin the government of:. 
Lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtful proof* t 

Duke. Is it now apparent ? 

Prov. Most manifest, and not" denied by himsel£ . 

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in pri- 
son ? How seems he to be touched ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more 
dreadfully, but as a drunken sleep ; careless, reck- | 
less, and fearless of what's past, present, or to corner J 
insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in 
your brow, provost, honesty and constancy : If 1 1 
read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me : buty " 
in the boldness of my cunning, I will lay myself in 
hazard. Claudio, whom here you have a wammt to 
execute,, is no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo 
who hath sentenced him. To make you understand 
this in a manifested effect, I crave but four days* 
respite ; for the which you are to do me both a prei^ 
sent and a dangerous courtesy. 

Prov. Tray, sir, in what ? 

Duke* In tne. delaying death. 

Prov. Alack! how may I do it? Having the 
hour lunited, and an express command, under pe- 
nalty, to deliver his head in the view of Angelo ? I 
may make my case as Claudio's, to cross this in the 

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, 
if my instructions may be your guide. Let this 
Barnardine be this morning executed, and liis head 
borne to Angelo. 

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will dis- 
cover the favour. ^ 

Duke. O, death's a great disguiser : and you may 
add to it. Shave the head, and say it was the desire 
of the penitent to be so bared before his death : Yoa 

^ Countenance. 
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the course is common. If any thing fall to 

opoQ this, more than thanks and good fortune, 

the saint whom I profess, I will plead against iC 

ith my life. 

Prov. Pardon me, good father ; it is against my 

Duke* Were you sworn to the duke, or to the 
[deputy? 

Prryo. To him, and to his substitutes. 

jyuke. You will think, you have made no ofience, 
{if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing? 

Prtn. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Dukcm Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet, 
I nice I «ee^ou fearful, that neither my coat, inte* 
ffritjr, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt you, 
I will go further than I meant, to pluck all fears out 
of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand and seal of 
the duke : You know the character, I doubt not ; 
and the signet is not strange to you. 

Prov. I know them both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the 
duke ; you shall anon c/er-read it at your pleasure ; 
where you shall find, within these two days he will 
be here. — This is a thing that Angelo knows not. — 
Look, the unfolding star calls up the shepherd. — 
Put not yourself into amazement, how these things 
should be : all difficulties are but easy when they 
are known. Call your executioner, and off with 
Bamardine's head. Yet you are amazed ; but this 
shall absolutely resolve you. Come away; it is 
almost clear dawn. 

[^Exeunt the Duke and Provost.- 

Enter Pompey. 

Pom. I am as well acquainted here, as I was in 
our house of profession : one would think it were. 
Mistress Overdone's own house ; for here be many 
of her old customers. 
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Enter Abhorson. 

Abh, Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither. 

Pom* Master Barnardine I You must rise and be 
hanged, Master Barnardine. 
^ Abh. What, ho, Bamardine ! 

Barn. [ Within/] A plague o' your threats 1 Who 
makes that noise there ? What are you ? ~ 

Pom* Your friends, sir ; the hangman : you musl 
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to dekth. 

Bam. [Within^ Away, jou rogue, away; lam 
sleepy. 
' Abh. Tell him he must awake, and that quickly 
too. 

Pom, Tray, Master Barnardine, awake till you 
are executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abh, Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Pom. He is coming, sir, he is coming ; I hear his 
straw rustle. 

Abh. Is the axe upon the blocks sirrah ? 

Pom. Very ready, sir. 

Enter Barnardine. 

Bam. How now, Abhorson ? What's the news 
with you ? 

Abh. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap 
into your prayers; for, look you, the warrant is 
come. 

Bam. You rogue, I have been drinking all night|.. 
I am not fitted for't. 

Pom. O, the better, sir ; for he, that drinks all 
night, and is hanged by times in the morning, may 
sleep the sounder all the next day. 

Abh. Xook you, sir, here c(Hnes your ghostly 
father : — Do we jest now, think you ? 
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Enter the Duke, as a Friar. 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity^ and hearing 
bow hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise 
joOf comfort you, and pray with you. 

Bam. Friar, not I ; I have been drinking hard all 
aEght, and I will have more time to prepare me, or 
they shall beat out my brains with billets : I will not 
consent to die this day, that's certain, 

Duke. O, sir, you must : and therefore, I beseech 
jou, look forward on the journey you shall go. 

Bam. I swear, I will not die to-day for any man's 
persuasion. 

Duke. But hear you,— — 

Bam. Not a word : — if you have any thing to 
say to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not I 
to-day* 
{Exeunt Barkardine, Abhorsok, and Pompey. 

Enter Provost. 

Duke. Unfit to live or die ! 

Pr(yo. Now, sir, how do you find the prisoner ? 

Duke. A creature unprepared, unmeet for death ; 
And, to transport him in the mind he is^ 
Were damnable. 

Pr<yo. Here, in the prison, father. 

There died thb morning, of a cruel fever, 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudio's years ; his beard, and head* 
Just of his colour: What, if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclined ; 
And satisfy the deputv with the visage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio? 

Duke. O, 'tis an accident that heaven provides ! 
Des^tch it presently ; the hour draws on 
Prehx'd by Angela : See thij» be done, 
Aad sent accoztiing to command. 
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Prov. This shall be done, good father, presently. — 
But Bamardin^ must die tms afternoon : 
And how shall we continue Claudio, 
"To save me from the danger that might come, 
• If he were known alive ? 

Duke, Let this be done : — put them in secret 
holds, 
' Both Bamardine and Claudio : Ere twice 
The sun hath made his journal greeting to 
The under generation \ you shall find 
Your safety manifested. 

Prov> I am your free dependant. 
Duke. Quick, despatch 

And send the head to Angelo. — [^Exit Provost. 
Now will I letters write to Angelo, 
'Whose contents 

Shall witness to him, I am near at home ; 
And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 
To enter publicly : him 1*11 desire 
To meet me at the consecrated fount 
A league below the city ; and from thence, 
By cold gradation and well-balanced form, 
We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Enter Provost with a Bag,, 

Prov. Here is the head : — I'll carry it myself. 

Duke* idake a swift return; 
For I would commune with you of such things, 
That want no eax but yours. 

Prov, I'll make all speed. [^Exit Provost. 

Isa. [ Without,"] Peace, ho, be here t 

Duke.. The tongue of Isabel : — l^e's come to 
know^ 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good. 
To make her heavenly comforts of despair^ 
Wien it is least expected. 

4 The antipodes. 
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Enter Isabella. 

Good moming to you, fair and gracious daughter. 

Isa. The better given me by so holy a man. — 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother s pardon ? 

Dvie. He hath released him, Isabel, from the 
world ; 
His head is off, and sent to Angelo. 

/so. Nay, but it is not so^ 

Duke. It is no other. — 

%ow your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 

Isa. Unhappy Claudio 1 .Wretched Isabel ! 
•Injurious world ! Most damned Angelo ! 

Duke* This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot : 
Forbear it therefore ; give your cause to Heaven.^ — 
Mark frhat I say ; which you shall find, 
By every syllable a faithful verity : 
Tiie duke comes home to-morrow ; — nay, dry your 

eyes; — 
One of our convent, and his confessor. 
Gives me this instance : Already he hath carried 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo ; 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates. 
There to give up their power. If you can, pace 

your wisdom 
-Ib that good path that I would wish it go. 
And you shall have your bosom ' on this wretch^ 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart. 
And general honour. 

I$a. I am directed by you. 

Duke, This letter then to friar Peter give ; ^ 
•'Us that, he sent me of the duke's return : 
Say, by this token, I desire his company ^. . 

At Mariana's house to-night. Her cause, and yours, 
I'll perfect him withal ; and he shall bring you 
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo 

5 Yom heart's desire. 
VOL. n. Q 
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Accuse him home and home : — For my poor fie\£, 
I am combined by a sacred vpw. 
And shall be absent. — Wend ^ you with this letter : — ^ 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ; trust not my holy order^ 
If I pervert your course. — r Who's here ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Good even I [^EaU IsAsBtL a 

Friar, where is the Provost? 
Duke. Not within, sir* 

Lucio. O, pretty Isabella, I am pale at minelieart, 
to see thine eyes so red : — If the old fantastical duke 
of dark comers had been at home, thy brother had 

DuJce. Sir, the duke is marvellous little be- 
holden to your repprts ; but the best is, he lives not 
in them. 

Lucio. Friar, thou know'st not the duke so well 
as I do : he's a better woodiman, than thou takest 
him for. 

Duke. Well, you'll answer this one day. Fare 
ye welL 

Lucio. Nay, tarry ; I'll go along with thee ; I can 
tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

Duke. You have told me too many of htm el* 
ready, sir, if they be true; if not true, none were 
Plough. 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wendi 
with child. 

Duke. Did you such a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I : but I was faiia to for- 
swear it ; they would else have married me to her. 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest: 
Rest you well. 

6 Go. 
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Lucio. By my troth, I'll ^o with thee to the lane's 
end :— Nay, friar, I am a*kind of burr, I shall stick. 

[^Exeunt the Duke and Lucio. 



SCENE II. 

Angelo^s House* 

Enter Escalus and Angelo tioith Letters. 

Etca* Every letter he hath writ has disvouched 
other. • 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner. 
His actions show much like to madness -— 'Pray 
Heaven, his wisdom be not tainted ! — And why 
meet him at the gates, and deliver our authorities 
there? 

Esca. I guess not. 

Ang. And why should we proclaim it in an hour 
before his entermg, that, if any crave redress of 
injustice, they should exhibit their petitions in the 
street? 

Esca, He shows his reason for that : to liave a 
dispatch of complaints ; and to deliver us from de- 
vices hereafter, which shall then have no power to 
stand against us. 

Ane. Well, 1 beseech you, let it be proclaim'd : — 
I'll cfdl you at your house : — 
Give notice to such men oi sort and suit^. 
As are to meet him. 

Esca. I shall, sir : fare you well. 

[_Exit Escalus^) 

Angm This deed unshapes me quite, makes me 
unpregnant. 
And dvll to all proceedings. A deflower'd maid ! 
And by an eminent body, that enforced 

7 Figure and rank. 
G 2 
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The law against it ! — But that her tender shame 

Will not proclaim against her maiden loss, .. j 

How might she tongue me ? — 

He should have lived, 

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense, 

Might, in the times to come, have ta'en revenge. 

By so receiving a dishonoured life, 

With ransom of such shame, — 'Would yet he had 

lived ! — 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, . 
Nothing goes right ! — we would, and we would not. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

, SCENE I. 

Before the Gates of Viefina. 
Flourish of Trumpets and Drums* 

Enter, from the City, Guards, Angelo, Escalus, 
Lucid, two Apparitors, and Gentlemen : — 
totoardsthe C/Vy, Guards, Me Duke, Frederick, 
Leopold, Provost, atid Gentlemen. 

Angelo awfl^EscALus kneel, and' deliver their Com* 

missions to the Duke. 

Duke, My very worthy cousin, fairly met : — 
Our old ana faithful friend, we are glad to see you. 
Ang. Happy return be to your royal grace I 
Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 
We have made enquiry of you ; and we hear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 
•ForerunniDg more requital. 
-^^. You make my bonds stHi gveatet. 
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Duke, Oy your desert speakt aloud j: Give me 
your hand, 
And let tne subjects see, to make them know, 
That outward court^esies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. •— Come, Escalus ; 
Tou must walk by us on our other hand ; — 
And good supporters are you. 

Enter Friar Peter and Isabella, Jrofn the CUy. 

Isd. Justice, O royal duke ! — Vail * your regard 
Upon a wrong'd, I'd fain have said a maid ! 
Oy worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint. 
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice ! 

Duke. Relate your wrongs : In what? By whom ^ 
Be brief: 
Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice ; 
Reveal yourself to him. 

Isa. O, worthy duke, 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 
Hear me yourself; for that, which I must speak, 
Must either punish me, not being believed. 
Or wring redress from you : hear me, O, hear me ! 

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm : 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother, 
Cut off by course of justice ! 

Isa. By course of justice ! 

Ang, And she will speak most bitterly, and strange. 

J«a. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I speak : 
That Angelo's forsworn ; is it not strange ? 
Tliat Angelo's a murderer ; is't not strange ? 
That Angelo is 

A hypocrite, a virgin violator ; 
Is it not strange^ and strange ? 

Duke* Nay, it is ten times strange. 

'Lower. 
G 3 
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' Is{f. It is not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true as it is strange : 
Nay, it is ten times true : for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

.Duke. Away with her : — Poor soul ! 

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 

Isa. O, I conjure thee, prince, as thou believ^st 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not^ with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madness : make not impos- 
sible 
That which but seems unlike : 'tis not impossible, 
But one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground, 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute^ 
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo, 
In all his dressings*, characts, titles, forms. 
Be an arch villain ; believe it, royal prince. 
If he be less, he*s nothing ; but he's more. 
Had I more name for badness. 

Duke. By mine honesty. 

If she be mad, (as I believe no other,) 
Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, •— 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As ne'er I heard in madness. 

Isa. O, gracious duke, 

Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reascm 
For inequality : but let your reason serve 
To make the truth appear. 

Duke. Many, thU^mre not mad. 

Have, «ure, more lack of reason. — What would 
you s^y ? 

Isa. I am the sister of one Claudio, 
Condemn'd upon the act of fornication. 
To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angelo \ 
I, in probation of a sisterhood. 
Was sent to by my brother : one Lucio 
Waa then the messenger^ . 

9 Habits and cbaracten oi ol&ce. 
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Lucto. That's I, an't like your grace. 

I came to her from Claudio, and desired her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. 

Isa. That's he, indeed. 

JDuke. You were not'bid to speak. 

Lticio, No, my good lord ; 

Nor wish'd to hold my peace. 

Ihikem I wish you now then ; 

'Pray vou, take note of it : and when you have 
A busmess for yourself, pray heaven, you then 
Be perfect. 

Lucio. I warrant your honour. 

2)«i(:e. The warrant's for yourself ; take heed to it. 

Isa. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale. 

Lucio. Right. 

Duke, It may be right : b)it you are in the wrong 
To speak before your time. — Proceed. 

Isa, I went 

To this pernicious caitiff deputy — t 

Duke. That's somewhat madly spoken. 

Isa. Pardon it ; 

The phrase is to the matter. 
. Duke. Mended again : the matter ? — Proceed* 

Isa* In brief, — to set the needless process by> 
How I persuaded, how I pray'd, and kneel'd, 
How he refell'd* me, and how I replied ; 
(For this was of much length ;) the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter ; 
If e would not, but by my unchaste surrender, 
Release my brother ; and, after much debatement. 
My sisterly remorse ' confutes mine honour. 
And I did3deld to him : But the next morn betimes, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
. For my poor brother's head. 

Duke. This is most likely \ 

' Jb(u Of that it were as like as it is true ! 

'Refiited, * Pity. 
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Jhihe. By heaven, fond ^ wretch, thou know'st not 
what thou i^eak'st ; 
Or else thou art subom'd against his honour. 
In hateful practice : First^ his integrity 
Stands without blemish; — next, it imposts no 

reason, 
That with such vehemency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offiended, 
He would have weighed thy brother by himself. 
And not have cut him off: Some one hath set you 

on; 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam'st here to complain ? 

Isa. ' And is this 231 ? 

Then, O, you blessed ministers above. 
Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapp'd up 
In countenance ! — Heaven shield your grace from 

woe. 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved ^ ! 

Duke, I know you'd fain be gone : — An officer I — 
To prison with her : — Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near us. — - This needs must be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent and coming hither ? 
Isa, One that I would were here, friar Lodowick. 
Ihike. A ghostly father, belike: — Who knows 

that Lodowick ? 
Lucio, My lord, I know him ; 'tis a meddling friar; 
I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord> 
For certain words be spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swinged him soundly. 
Duke. Words against me ! lliis' a good friar4ie-» 
like ? 
And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute ! — Let this friar be found. 
Xucio, But yesternight, my lord, she imd that fHar 
J saw them at the prison ; a saucy ftiar^ 
A very scurvy tellow. 

* Foolish* 
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Psier* Blessed be your royal grace ! 

have stood by, my lord, and I liave heard 

our royal ear abused : First, hath this woman 
lost wrongfully accused your substitute : 
To justify this worthy nobleman, 
jo vulgarly* and personally accused. 
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes. 
Till she h^-self confess it. 

Duke* Good friar, let's hear it^ 

[^Ejcit Friar Peter. 
Take her hence awhile. — 

[^Exeunt Isabella and ttvo Apparitors. 
Give us some seats. — [Gentlemeny^cA tmo chairs. 
Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo ? 
O Heaven ! the vanity of wretched fools ! — 
Come, cousin Angelo ; 
In this I'll be impartial ; be you judge 
Of your own cause. — [ The Duke and Angelo sit. 

Enter Mariana, veiled, and Friar Peter. 

Is this the wiuiess, friar ? 

First, let her show her face ; and after speak. 

Mari. Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my face. 
Until my husband bid me. 

Duie. What, are you married ? 

Mari, No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

JDuke, A widow then ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Why, yoM 

Are nothing then : -- Neither maid, widow, nor wife ? 

Lueio. Mv lord, she may be a punk ; for many of 
them are neither maid, widow, nor wife. 

Duie. Silence that fellow : I would he had soma 
cause 
To prattle for himself. 

ZiK^. Well, my lord. 

* Publicly. 
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Mart, My lord, I do confess, I ne'er was married; 
And, I confess, besides, I am no maid : 
I have known my husband ; yet my husband knows 

not 
That ever he knfew me. 

Lucio, He was drunk then, ray lord ? it can be 
no better. 

Duke, For the benefit of silence, would thou 
wett so too ! 
- Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witness for my lord Angelo*. 

Mart. Now I come to't, my lord : 
She, that accuses him, 

In self-same manner doth accuse my husband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time, . 
When 1*11 depose I had him in mine arms* 

Ang, Charges she more than me ? 

Mart. Not that Pknow. 

Duke. No ? — You say, your husband. 

Mori, Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo. 

Ang. This is a strange abuse ^ : Let's see thy faqe. 

Mart. My husband bids me ; now I will unmask* 

[ Unveiling. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angejo, 
Which once thou swor*st was worth the looking on : 
This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contract, 
Was fast belock'd in thine : 'twas I 
That took away the match from Isabel, 
^nd did supply thee at thy garden-house. 
In her imagined person. 

Duke. Know you this woman?' 

Lucio. Carnally, she says. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. 

Lucio. Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My lord, I must confess, I know this woman ; 
And, five years since, there was some speech of 

marriage 
yBetwixt myself and her : which was broke off, 

5 Deception. 
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Partly for that her promised proportions 

Came short of composition ; but, in chief. 

For diat her reputation was disvalued 

hi levity ; since which time, of five years, 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her, 

Upon my faith and honour. 

Mart. Noble prince^ [^Kneels, 

As there comes light from heaven, and words from 

breath. 
As there isjsense in truth, and truth in virtue, 
I am affianced this man's wife, as strongly 
As words could make up vows : 
As this is true. 

Let me in safety raise me from my knees ; 
Or else for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument ! [^Riset* 

Ang, I did but smile till now ; [ Akgelo starts up. 
Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice ; 
My patience here is touched : I do perceive. 
These poor informal ^ women are no more 
But mstruments of some more mightier member. 
That sets them on : Let me have way, my lord. 
To find this practice ^ out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart ; 
And punish them unto your height of pleasure. ■ 

[The Duke rises* 
Thou foolish friar,— and thou pernicious woman, 
Ccmipact with her that's gone, think'st thou thy oaths. 
Though they would swear down each particular saint. 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit. 
That's seal'd in approbation ; — You, lord Escalus, 
8it with my cousin ; lend him your land pains 
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis derived. — 
There is another friar, that set them ^n; 
Let him be sent for. 

PeUr. Would he were here, my lord; for he 
indeed, 
Hath au the women on to this compVwit. 

^ Crazy., 7 Cons^mcy* 
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Your provost knows the place where he abides. 
And he may fetch him. 

DuJce, Go, do it instantly* — \_Exit Provost. 
And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin^ 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 
Do with your injuries as seems you best. 
In any chastisement : I for a while 
.Will leave you : stir not you till you have well 
Determined upon these slanderers. 

Esca. My lord, we'll do it thoroughly. 

yjEait Duke. — Angelo and Escalus sit, 
Signior Lucio, did not you say, you knew that friar 
Lodowick to be a dishonest person ? 

Lucio, CucuUus non Jacit monachum : honest iq 
nothing, but in his clothes ; and one that hath spoke 
jnost villainous speeches of the duke. 

Esca, We shsdl entreat you to abide here till he 
come, and enforce them against him.-— We shall find 
this friar a notable fellow. 

Lucio, As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Msca, Know you that friar Lodowick that he 
speaks of? 

Peter, I know him for a man divine and holy ; 
Not saucy, nor a temporary meddler, 
As he's reported by this gentleman : 
And, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misreport his ^ace. 

Lucio, My lord, most villainously : believe it. 

Peter, Well he in time may come to clear himself 
But at this instant he his sick, my lord, . 
Of a strange fever : Upon his mere request, 

SBein^ come te knowledge that there was comply 
ntended 'gainst lord Angelo,) came I hither. 
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and false : and what he with his oath, 
And all probation, will make up full clear, 
Whensoever he's convented. ' 
' JSsca, Call that same Isabel here once again. 

^Exit tt GcoJiVe' 

' Convened. 
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I would spesk with her : -^ 'Pray you, my lord^ give 
'me lesLYe to question ; you sh^ll see how I'U handle 
her. 
Lucio* Not better than he, by her own report. 

Enter the Gentleman, Isabella, and two Appa- 
ritors. 

Esca. Come on, mistress : here's a gentlewoman 
denies all that you have said. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke 
of; here with the provost. 

Esca. In very good time : — Speak not you to 
Imn, ttU we call upon you. 

Lucio, Mum. 

Enter the Duke, as a Friar, and Provost. 

Esca, Come, sir : Did you set these women on to 
slander lord Angelo ? They have confess'd you did. 
. Duke. Tis false. 

Esca» How ! know you where you are ? 
Duke. Respect to your great place ! and let the 
devil 
Be sometimes honoured for his burning throne : — 
. Where is the duke ? ^tis he should hear me speak. 
Escom The duke's in us i and we will hear you 
speak: 
Look, you speak justly. 

Dtfile. Boldly, at least : — But, O, poor souls. 
Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox ? 
Grood night to your redress. Is the duke gone ? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke's unjust, 
Thus to retort your manifest appeal, 
.And put your trial in the villain s mouth. 
Which here you come to accuse. 
• - Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke, of. 

Esca. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow'd friar^ 
Js'0 not enough thou, haai subom'd tlvese "wotaeiv 

VOL, II, jl 
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To accuse this worthy man : but, in foul mouth. 

And in the witness of his proper ear^ 

To call him villain ? 

And then to glance from him to the duke himself; 

To tax him with injustice ! — Take him hence : 

To the rack with^ him: — We'll touse you joint by 

joint 
But we will know this purpose : — What ! unjust ? 

Duke. Be not so hot: the duke 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack hiis own : his subject am I not, 
Nor here provincial : My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble. 
Till it o'er-ran the stew : laws for all faults ; 
But faults so countenanced, that the strong statutes 
Stand, like the fiHrfeits in a barber's shop. 
As much in mock as mark. 

Esca, Slander to the state! Away with him to 
prison. 

Ang, What can you vouch against him, Signior 
Lucio ? Is this the man that you did tell us of? 

Ludo. Tis he, my lord. — Come hither, good-man 
bald-pate : Dq you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your 
▼oice : I met you at the prison, in the afisence of the 
duke. 

Lucio. O, did you so ? — And do you remember 
what you said of the duke ? 

Duke. Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio. Do you. so, sir ? And was the duke a flesh- 
monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported 
him to be ? 

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me, 
ere you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke 
so of him ; and much more, much worse. 

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I pluck 
thee by the nose for thy speeches? 
Ihf^. J protest, I lore the duke^wlXcwetcqtwK. 
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Auf. Harkl how the villain ' would close now, 
afternis treasonable abuses. 

Esca. Such a fellow is not to be talked withal : — - 
Away with him to prison — Where is the provost? — 
Away with him to prison ; lay bolts enough upon 
him: let him speak no more:-— Away with those 
giglots ^ too, and with the other confederate compa- 
nicm. [TAe Provost lays hands on the Duke. 

Duke* Stay, sir ; stay awhile. 

Ang, What ! resists he ? Help him, Lucio. 

Lucio* Come, sir ; come, sir : — Why, you bald- 

pated^ lying rascal ! you must be hooded, must you ? 

Show your knave's visage, show your sheep-biting 

fiice, aiid be hang'd an hour ! WilFt not on ? 

[^PuUs qff^the Friars habit y and discovers the Duke. 

Duke* Thou art the first knave that ever made a 
duke. 
First, provost, let me bail these gentle three : ■ 
Sneak not away, sir ; for the friar and you 
Must have a word anon: — Lay hold on him. 

[2%tf Apparitors seize hucio. 

Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 

Duke. What you have spoke, I pardon ; sit you 

down : — [ To Escalus. 

We'll borrow plac6 of him : — Sir, by your leave. — 

[ Jb Angelo. 
Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence. 
That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast, 
Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 
Ana hold no longer out. 

Ang, ' O, my dread lord, 

Ishould be guiltier than my guiltiness. 
To think I can be undiscernible. 
When I perceive, your grace, like power divine. 
Hath look'd upon my passes ' : then, good prince. 
No longer session hold upon my shame. 
But let my trial be mine own confession ; 

9 Wantons. i Devices^ 

R 2 
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Immediate sentence then, and sequent ' death. 
Is all the grace I beg. 

Dttke. Come hither, Mariana:-^ 

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this woman ? 

An^, I was, my lord. 

Dme* Go, take her hence, and marry her instantly. 
Do you the office, friar ; which consummate, 
Betum him here again : — Go wfth him. Provost. 

{^Exeunt Mariana, Anoelo, Friar 
Peter, and Provost. 

Esca* My lord, I am more amazed at his dishonour 
Than at the strangeness of it. 

Duke. Come hither, Isabel. 

Isa. O, give me pardon, \^She kneds. 

That I, your vassal, have employed and pain'd 
Your unknown sovereignty. 

Duke, You are pardon'd, Isabel : [^Raises her. 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I know, sits at your heart ; 
And you may miarvel, why I obscured myself, 
Labouring to save his life ; aivd would not raiher 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden power, 
Than let him so be lost : O, most kind maid, 
It was the swift celerity of his death. 
Which I did think with slower foot came on, 
That brain'd my purpose : But, peace be widi him ! 
That life is better life, past fearme death. 
Than that which lives to fear ; nu£e it your com- 
fort, 
So happy is your brother. 

Enter Mariana, Angelo, Provost, and Friar 

Peter. 

Isa. I do, my lord. 

Duke. For this new-married man, approaching 
here. 
Whose foul imag^ination yet hath wrong'd 

* FoUo^iOng. 



SCENV I.] MEASURE FOR' MEASURE. 69 

Your well-defended honour, you must pardon him. 
For Mariana's sake : but, as he adjudged your bro* 
ther, 

gleiDg criminal in double violation, 
f sacred chastity, and of promise breach,) 
We do condemn him to the very block 
Where Claudio stoop'd to death, and with like 
haste. 
Mart. O, my most gracious lord, 
I hope, you will not mock me with a husband. 
Duke. It is your husband mock'd you with a hus- 
band : 
Consenting to the safeguard of your honour. 
I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation. 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
And choke your good to come : — Away with him;— 

[Guards advance. 
His fieuilt thus manifested, 
The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 
" An Angelo for Claudio, death for death." 
Haste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure ; 
Like doth quit like, and ** Measure still for Measure.' 
Mart. Gentle my liege — [^Falls on her knees. 
Duke. You do but lose your labour ; 
Away with him to death. 

[Guards draw their stoords, advancing. 
Mart. O, my good lord !-— Sweet Isabel, take my 
part : 
Lend me your knees, and, aU my life to come, 
I'll lend you all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against all sense you do impdrtune her : 
Should she kneel down, in mercy of this fact. 
Her brother's ghost his paved bed would breftk, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mart. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me : — 
They say, best men are moulded out of faults ; 
And, for the most, become much mote l\v&\i«XX«t- 

H 3 
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For being a little bad ; so may my husband.—- 
6, Isabel ! — Will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke, He dies for Claudio's death. 

Isa* Most bounteous sir, [^Kneeling. 

Look, if it please you, on this man condemned, 
As if my brother lived : I partly think, 
A due sincerity govem'd his deeds. 
Till he did look on me ; since it is so, 
Let him not die : My brother had but justice 
In that he did the tmng for which he died : 
For Angelo, 

His act did not overtake his bad intent ; 
And must be buried but as an intent. 
That perish'd by the way : thoughts are no subjects ; 
Intents but merely thoughts. 

Mari. Merely, my lord. 

Duke, Your suit's improfitable ; stand up, I say.-— 

^They rise. 
I have bethought me of another fault : — 
Provost, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour ? 

Prw, It was commanded so. 

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed ? 

Prov. No, my good lord ; it was by private mes* 
sage. 

Duke, For which I do discharge you of your 
office : 
Give up your keys. 
" Prov. Pardon me, noble lord : 
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not : 
Yet did repent me after more advice ^ : 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison, 
That should oy private order else have died, 
I have reserved alive. 

Duke, What's he ? 

Prov, His name is Bamardine. 

^ Consideration. 
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Duke, I would, thou hadst done so by Claudio.*— 
Gro, fetch him hither, let me loolt upon him. 

[jBxiY Provost into the city. 

Esca. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you, lord Angelo, have still appeared, 
Should slip so grossly, both in heat of blood. 
And. lack of tempered judgment afterward. 

Ang. I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure ; 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart, 
Hiat I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
'Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it. 

Enier Provost, Barnardinx, and ClaudiO, 

muffledyjrom the City* 

t 

Dtike. Which is that Bamardine ? 
Prov* This, my lord. 

Duke.. There was a friar told me of this man :— 
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 
That apprehends no further than this world. 
And squar'st thy life according. Thou art con- 
demned ; 
But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all ; 
And pray thee, take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come : Friar, advise him ; 
I leave him to your hand. — 

[^Exeunt Barnardine and Friar Peter, 
into the City. 
What muffled fellow's that ? 

Prov. This is another prisoner that I saved, 
Who should have died when Claudio lost his head ; 
As like almost to Claudio, as himself. 
Duke. [ To Isabella.] If he be like your brother, 
for his sake 
Is he pardon'd. [Claudio discovers himselfy'^ 

IjSABSLLA runs and embraces him*. 
By this, lord Angelo perceives he's safe ;. 
IVlethinks I see a quicK'ning in his eye : — 
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Well, Angeloj your evil quits ^ you well : . 

Look that you love your wife; her worth, worth 

yours,— 
I find an apt remission in myself; 
And yet here^s one in place I cannot pardon ; 
You, sirrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward, 
One all of luxury, an ass, a madman : — 
Wherein have I deserved so of you. 
That you extol me thus ? 

Lucio. 'Faith, my lord, I spoke it but accordiiig 
to the trick ^ : if you will hang me for it, you may ; 
but I had rather it would please you, I might t>e 
whipp'd. 

Duke, Whipped first, sir, and hang'd after. — 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city. 
If any woman's wrong'd by this lewd fellow, 
(As I have heard him swear himself there's one 
Whom he begot with child,) l^t her appear, 
And he shJEdl marry her : the nuptial nnish'd, 
Let him be whipp'd and hang'd. 

Lttcio, I beseech your highness, do not marry me 
to a punk ! Your highAess said, even now, I niade 
you a duke ; good my lord,' do not recompense me, 
m making me a cuckold. 

Duke, Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her. — . 
Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal 
Bemit thy other forfeits : — Take him to prison ; 
Ajid see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Sir,> — 
Slandering a prince deserves it. — 

[_Exeunt Lucio and ttoo Apparitors. 
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you restore : — 
Joy to you, Mariana ! — - love her, Angdo : — 
Xlumks, good friend Escalus, for thy much good- 
ness; 

4 Requites, s Thou^t\es% i^tictke. 
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Thanks, Provost, for thy care and secresy ; 
We shall employ thee in a worthier place. — 
For theCf stoeei saint , — ifjbr a brother savedy 
From thai most holy shrine thou toert devoted tOy 
Thou deisn to spare some portion of thy love 
Thy Duke, thy Friar, tempts thee from thy vwn : 
In its right orb let thy true spirit shine, 
Blessing both prince and people: — thus loe'U reign. 
Rich in possession of their hearts, and, xoam'd 
By the abuse of delegated trust, 
Bngranye this royal maxim on the mind. 
To rule ourselves, before we rule mankind. [Exeunt^ 
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Don Pedro, Prince of Arragon. 

Don Jqhk, his bustard brother* 

Claudio, a youns lord qf Florence, Javourite to 

Don Peare. 
Benedick, a young lord qfPadtuiy Javourite like' 

^ise of Don Pedro, 
Leonato, governor ^ qf Messina. , . 
AVTOVIO9 nis brother, 
Balthazar, servant to Don Pedro, 

ConhIm? }/oll<»»er*ofDonJohn. 

Verges, ' ]t^Joolish qffkert. 

A Sex^(^, 
A Friar. 
A Boy* . • I 

Hero, daughter to Leonato. 
Beatrice, niece to Leonato. 

UrsulA*^^' I g«if/ettKWt«» attending on Hero. 

Messengers, Watch, and Attendants. 
Scene, Messina. 



MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCBNE I. 

Before Leonato's House. 

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and othen^ 

foith a Messenger. 

Leon. 1 LEARN in this letter, that Don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

Mess, He is very near by this ; he was not three 
leagues off when I left him. 

Zreon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action? 
. Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

J^eon. A victory is twice itself, ^hen the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young 
Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally re- 
membered by Don Pedro : He hath borne himself 
beyond the promise of his age ; doing, in the figure 
of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, bettar 
bettered expectation, than you must expect of me 
to tell you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
very much glad of jt. 

Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and 
ibeiv i^pears nmcb lay mihrn \ evensomu^^XiwB^' 

VOL. I J. I 
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joy could not show itself modest enough, without 
a badge of bitterness. 

Leon, Did he break out into tears? 

Mess. In great measure.' 

Leon, A kind overflow of ^kindness : There are 
no faces truer than those that are so washed. How 
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at 
weeping ? 

Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returned 
firom the wars, or no ? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there 
was none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of Padua. 

Mess. O, he is returned ; and as pleasant as eVer 
he was. 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and 
challenged cupid at the flight : and my uncle's fool, 
reading the challenge, subscribed for Gupid, and 
challenged him at the bird-bolt. — I pray you, how 
many hath he killed and eaten in these wars ? But 
how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised 
. to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too 
much ; but he'll be meet with you. I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

. Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp 
to eat it : he is a very valiant trencher-man,. he hath 
an excellent stomach. 
:: Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 
; . Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ; -7- But what 
i8< he to a lord ? 
^...Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man. 

Beat. Well, we are all mortal. 
- . Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece : there 

is 1^ ki^d of merry war betwixt sigaior Benedick and 

, . - ■■>■■ 

. ' Akyindance. ^ 
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her : they never meet, but there is a skirmish of 
wit between them. 

Beat: Alas, he ^ets nodiing by that. In our last 
conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the whole man governed with one : so that 
if he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him 
bear it f«r a difference between himself and his horse : 
for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be known 
a reasonable creature. — Who is his companion now? 
He hath every month a new sworn brother. 
Mess, Is it possible ? 

Beat. Very easily possible: he wears his faith 
but as the fashion of his hat, it ever changes with 
the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your 
books. 

Beat, No ; an he were, I would burn my study* 
But, I pray you, who is his companion? Is there 
no young squarer' now, that will make a voyage 
with him to the devil ? 

Mess* He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a 
disease: he is sooner caught than the pestilence, 
and the taker runs presently mad. Heaven help 
the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, 
it will cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 
Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 
Beat. Do, good friend. 
Leon. You will never run mad, niece. 
Beat. No, not till a hot January. 
Mess. Don Pedro is appi'oached. 

Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar, and 
others f Don John, Claudio, and Benedick. . 

D. Pedro* Good signior Leonato, you are come 

* Quarrelsome fellow, 
I 2 
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to meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is 
to avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to mv house in the 
likeness of your grace : for trouble being gone, 
comfort should remain ; but, when you depart from 
ne, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

2). Pedro. You embrace your charge too willing*- 
ly. — I think, this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked 
her? 

Leon, Siguier Benedick, no ; for then were you 
a child. 

D. /Pedro. You have it full, Benedick : we may 
guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly, 
the lady fathers herself: — Be happy, lady! for 
you are like an honourable father. 

Bene^^ If signior Leonato be her father, she would 
not have his head on her shoulders, for all Messina, 
as like him as she is. 

., Beat. I wonder, that you will still be talking, 
signior Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear l^dy Disdain ! are you yet 
living ? 

Beat. Is it possible, disdain should die, while she 
hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedick? 
Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if you come 
in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat: — But it is 
certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted: 
and I would I could find in my heart that I had not 
a hard heart ; for, trul^, I love none. 

Beat. A dear happmess to women ; they would 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I 
am of your humour for that ; I had rather hear my 
dog bark at a crow, than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. Heaven keep your ladyship still in that 
mind! so some gentleman or otheT ^IvaiV *«ca^e a 
predestinate scratched face. 
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Beai. Scratching could not make it worse, an 
'twere such a face as yours were. 

Sene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast 
ofypurs. 

jbene, I would, my horse had the speed of your 
tongue ; and so good a continuer : But keep your 
way ; I have done. 

Beat* You always end with a jade's trick ; I know 
you of old, 

D. Pedro, This is the sum of all : Don John, -^ 
siCTior Clauoio, and signior Benedick, — my dear 
friend Leonato, hath invited you all. I tell him, 
we shall stay here at the least a month ; and he 
heartily prays, some occasion may detain us longer : 
I dare swear he is no hypocrite, 'but prays from bis 
heart. 

Z^on. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be 
forsworn. ---Let me bid you welcome, my lord: 
being reconciled to the prince your brother, I oWe 
you all duty. 

JD. John. I thank you : I am not of many words^ 
but I thank you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

D. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will go to- 
gether. [^Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 

Claude Benedick, didst thou note the daughter 
<xf dgnior Leonato ? 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 
Claud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment ; or would 
' you have me speak after my custom, as being a pro- 
fessed tjnrant to their sex? 

Claud. No, I pra^ thee, speak in sober judgment. 

Bene. Why, iTaith, methinks she b too low for 
a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too 
little for a great praise : only this comnvendaticsa I 
can a£brd her; that were she otliet tbssi i9sv& \&<i^^ 

I a 
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were unhandflome ; and being no other but as she is, 
I do not like her. 

Claud. Thou thinkest, I am in sport ; I pray thee, 
tell me truly how thou likest her. 

Bene* Would you buy her, that you inquire after 
her? 

Claud, Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
you this with a sad brow ? or do you play the flout- 
ing Jack ; to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and. 
Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key shall 
a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that 
ever I looked on. * 

Berte. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see 
no such matter : there's her cousin, an she were 
not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much in 
beauty, as the first of May doth the last of Decem- 
ber. But I hope, you have no intent to turn 
husband ; have you ? 

(daud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
iworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this? Hath not the world 
one man, but he will wear his cap with suspicion ? 
Shall I never see p. bachelor of three-score again ? 
Go to ; an thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into u, 

ipke, wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. 
/OOk, Don Pedro is returned to seek you. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

. D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here» that 
you followed not to Leonato's ? 

BeAe. I Would, your grace would constrain me 
to tell.; 

X>. Pedro. I charge thee, on thy allegiance. 
Bene. You hear. Count Claudio : I can be secret 
^is a dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on 
ary allegiance, ^^XDaxk you ^dxA^ outxkj ^e^s^axic^;. 



8CENB I.] ABOUT NOTHJtNO, 8$ 

— He IB in love. With who ^ — now that is your' 
grace^spart. — Mark, how short his answer is: — ' 
With Hero, Leonato's short daughter. 

Claud, If this were so, so were it uttered. 

Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: it is not so, 
nor 'twas not so; but, indeed, Heaven forbid it 
should be so. 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, Heaven 
forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady 
is very well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 

Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my* 
lord, I spoke mine. 

daud. That I love her, I feel. 

jy. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be 
loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is the 
opiniSon that fire cannot melt out of me ; I will die 
in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretick 
in the despite of beauty. 

datid. And never could maintmn his part, but 
in the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her ; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her iAost> 
humble thanks: but that I will have a recheat-^ 
winded in my forehead, all women shall pardon 
me. Because I will not do them the wrong to 
iiHS^st any, I will do myself tha right > to trust 
none ; and the fine is, (for the which I may go the 
finer,) I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere. I die, look pale 
with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, 

i The tune sounded to call off the do%^. 
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my lord ! not with love : prove, that ever I lose more 
blood with love> than I will get again with^drinking^ 
pick out mine eyes with a ballad-maker's'peny and 
hang me up for the sign of blind Cupid. 

D, Pedro, Well, if ever thou dost fall from this 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene* If I do, hang me in a botue Uke a cat, and 
shoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be clapped 
on the shoulder, and called Adam.^ 

D. Pedro, Well, as time shall try : 
Jn time the savage bull doth bear the yoke. 

Bene. The savage bull may ; but i^ ever the sensi- 
ble Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns, and 
set them in my fore}iead : and let me be vilely paint- 
ed ; and in such great letters as they write. Here is 
good horse to hire^ let them signify under my sign,— - 
iHere you may see Benedick the married man* 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou would'st 
be horn-mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly* 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the 
hours. In the mean time, good signior Benedick, 
repair to Leonato's ; commend me to him, and tell 
him, I will not fail him at supper ; for, indeed, he 
hath made great preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for such 
an qiplHissage ; and so I commit you -— 

daud. To the tuition of Heaven: From my 
houses (if I had it,) — 

D.Pedro. The sixth of Julyj Your loving friend. 
Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not : The body of 
your discourse if sometime guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither : 

4 The name of a femous archer. 
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ere you flout old ends any farther, examine your' 
conscience ; and so I leave jou. [^Exit Bxnbdick. 

Claud, My liege, your highness now may do me 
good. 

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach ; teach it but 
how. 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good« 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she's his only heir; 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. O my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 
I look*d upon her with a soldier's eye, 
That lik'd, but had a rougher task in>hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 
But now I am returned, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying, I lik 'd her ere I went to wars. 

2>. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently, 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 
And I will break with her, and with her father, 
And thou shalt have her : Was't not to this end, 
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud* How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love's grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a longer treatise*. 

D. Pedro. What need the bridge much broader 
than the flood ? 
The fairest grant is the necessity : ; 

Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once ^ thou lov'st ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know, we shall hav^ revelling to-night \ 

^ Once for all. 
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I will assume thy part in seme disguise, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom I'll unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 

And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then, after, to her father will I break; 

And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine : 

In practice let us put it presently. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

A Room in Leonato's House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Leou. How now, brother? Where is my cousin, 
your son ? Hath he provided this musick ? 

Ant. He is very busy about it* But, brother, 
I can tell you strange news that you yet dreamed 
not of. 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Ant. As the event stamps them ; but they have 
a good cover, they show well outward. The prince 
and Count Claumo, walking in a thick*p]eached ' 
alley in my orchard, were thus mueMverheard by a 
man of mine : The prince discovered tp Claudio, 
that he loved my niece your daughter, and meant 
to acknowledge it this night in a dance ; and, if he 
found her accordant, he meant to take the present 
time by the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath ihe fellow any wit, that told you this ? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow : I will send -for him, 
and question him yourself. 

: Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, till it 
appear itself: — but I will acquaint my daughter 
wjtha), that she may be the better prepared for an 

^ Thiddy-inUarwoNexi, 
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answer, if peradventure this be tnib. Go you, and 
tell her of it. [^Several persons cross the stageJ} Cou- 
sins, you know what you have to do. — O, I cry 
you niercy, friend ; you go with me, and I will use 
your gkflf: — Good cousins have a care this busy 
time. [^Exeunt* 



SCENE III. 

Another Room in Leonato's Houses 

Enter Don John and Conrade. 

•Con. My lord ! why are you thus out oT measure 
sad? 

1>« John* There is no measure in the occasion 
that breeds it, therefore the sadness is without 
limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

I>. John. And when I have heard it, what blessing 
bringeth it ? 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf- 
ferance. 

D. John, I wonder, that thou being (as thou 
say'st thou art) born under Saturn, goest about to 
apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischiefl 
I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad when I 
have cause, and smile at no man's jests ; eat when I 
have stomach, and wait for no man's leisure ; sleep 
when I am drowsy, and tend to no man's business ; 
laugh when I am merry, and claw ' no man in his 
humour. ' 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show 
of this, till you may do it without controhnent. You 
have of late stood out against your brother, and he 
hath ta'en you newly into his grace ; where it is im- 

7 Flatter. 
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possible you shobld take true root» but by the &ir 
weather that you make yourself: it is needful that 
you frame the season for your own harvest. 

2). John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood 
to be disdained of all, than to fashion a carriage to 
rob love from any : in this, though I cannot be sai$i 
to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied 
that I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted with 
a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog ; therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage : I£ I had my 
mouth, I would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would 
do my liking : in the mean time, let me be that I 
am, and seek not to alter me« 
. Con. Can you make no use of your discontent? 

D. John. I make all use of it, for 1 use it only. 
^\^o comes here? What news, Borachio? 

Enter Borachio. 

. Bora. I came yonder from a great supper ; the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Leo- 
nato ; and I can give you intelligence of an intended 
marriage. 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to build 
mischief on ? What is he for a u>oI, that betroths 
himself to unquietness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right hand. 

D. John. Who? the most exquisite Claudio? 

Bora. Even he. 

D. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who? 
which way looks he ? 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of 
Xeonato. 

D. John. A very forward March-chick ! How 
xame ypu to this ? 

i9^tf. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was 
maoking a musty room, cornea me the prince and 
Claudio, baod in hand, in sad coiitec«ixc^x\^V\^^* 



I 
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me behind the arras ; and there heard it agreed 
upon, that the prinbe should woo Hero for himself, 
and having obtained her, give her to comit Claudio. 
. D* Jokn. Cqpiey come, let us thither ; this may 
prove food to my displeasure : that young start-up 
oath all the glory of my overthrow ; if I can cross 
him any way, I bless myself every way : You are 
both sure, and will assist me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

2>. John. Let us to the great supper ; their cheer 
is the greater, that I am subdued : 'Would the cook ' 
were of my mind ! — Shall we^o prove what's to be 
done? 
• Bora. We'll wait upon your lordship. , ^Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

A Hall in Leonato's House, 

Snter Lsonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, 

and others^ 

. Leon. Was not count John here at supper ? 

Ant. 1 saw him not. . , • 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never 
•can see him, but I am heart-burned aii hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made 

Just in the mid-way between him and Benedick: 

'the cme is too like an image, and says nothing; and 

ite other, too like my lady's eldest son, %\^tmw% 
tMttlhig, 
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Leon. Then half signior Benedick's tongue in 
count John's mouth, and half count John's melan- 
choly in signior Benedick's face, — 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough in his -purse, such a man would 
win any woman m the world, — if he could get her 
good will. 

Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get 
thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of 'thy tongue* 

Ant. Well, niece, [To Hero.] I trust, you will 
be ruled by your father. 

Beat. Yes, it is my tsousin's duty to make courtesy^ 
and say. Father ^ as it please you : — but yet for all 
that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, or else 
make another courtesy, and say. Father, as it please 
me. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husband. 

Beai. Not till men are made of some other metal 
than earth. Would it not srieve a woman to be 
over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust ? to make 
an account of her life to a clod of wayward marl ? 
No, uncle, I'll none : Adam's sons are my brethren; 
and truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, r^ember what I told you : if 
the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know 
your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the musick, cousin, if 
you be not woo'd in good time : if the prince be too 
unportant^ tell him, there is measure in every 
^ng, and so dance out the answer. For hear me. 
Hero; Wooing, weddings and repenting, is as a 
Scotch jig, a*measure, and a cinque-pace : the first 
suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 
fantastical; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as a 
measure full of state and ancientry; and then 
-ctnaea repentancef and, with his bad legs^ falls into 

' Importunate. 
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the cinque-pace faster and faster^ till he sink into 
his grave. 

Le<m<> Cousin, you apprehend-passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye^ uncle; I can see a 
church by day-light. 

. Leon* The revellers are entering ; brother, make 
good room. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, BenedTck, Bal- 
thazar; Dow John, Borachio, Margaret, 
Ursula, and others, masked, 

.p. Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your 
friend? 

Hero* So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
say nothing, I am yours for the walk : and, espe- 
cially, when I walk away. 

Z). Pedro, With me in your company ? 

Hero, I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro, And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour ; for Heaven for- 
bid the lute should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro, My visor is Philemon's roof; within 
the house is Jove. 

Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatch'd. 

J). Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

[ Takes her aside. 

Urs, I know you well enough ; you are signior 
Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs, I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-well,* unless 
you were the very man : Here's his dry hand up and 
down ; you are he, you are he. 

Anf. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come ; do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit ? Can virtue TaiAfc \\&^'^ 
Go to, mum, you are he : graces ViW a^^e^ct^ «si^ 
there's an end. 

k2 
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. Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so? 
Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 
Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 
Bene. Not now. 
Beat. That I was disdainful, — and that I had mv 

§ood wit out of the Hundred Merry JVi/^* ;— Well, 
lis was signior Benedick that said so. ' 

Bene. What's he? 

Beat. I am sure, you know him weU enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he. 

Beat. Why, he is the prince's jester : a very dull 
fool ; only his gifl is in devising impossible slanders : 
ixone but libertines delight in him ; and the com- 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy ; foir 
he both pleaseth men, and angers them, and then 
they laugh at him, and beat him. 

iene. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him 
what you say. 

Beaty Do, do : he'll but break a comparison or 
two on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or 
pot laughed at, strikes him into melancholy ; and 
then there's a partridge' wing saved, for the fool will 
eat no supper that night. [^Mustek tvithin.^ We 
jnust follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 
' Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave 
them at the next turning. 

£Dance^ Then exeunt aU but Don John, 
BoRACHio, and Claudio. 

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, 
and hath withdrawn her father to break with him 
about it : The ladies follow her, and but one visot 
remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his 
bearing. • 

9 Carriage, demeanour. 
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2>. Jchii* Are not you signior Benedick ? 

Claud* You know me well ; I am he. 

D. John. Signior, you are venr near my brother 
in his love : he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you, 
diasoade him from her, she is no equal for his birth : 
jou may do the part of an honest man in it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her? 

D. John. I heard hun swear his affection. 

B<nra. So did I too ; and he swore he would lAarry 
her to-nieht. 

D.Jonn. Come, let us to the banquet. 

\_Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
Bat hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. — 
*TiB certain so ; — the prince wooes for himself* 
Friendship is constant m all other things, 
JBave in the office and afiairs of love : 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself. 
And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch. 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. ' 
Tms is an accident of hourly proof, 
iVhich I mistrusted not : Farewell therefore^ Herod 

i2e-en^er IBenedick. v 

Bene. Count Claudio ? 

Claud. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud. Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own 
business, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of? About your neck, like an usurer's 
chain? or under your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf? 
You must wear it one way, for the prince hath got 
your Hero. 

Qaud. I wish him joy of her. 

H 

'Aurioiu V 

K 3 
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Bene. Why, that's ^oken like an honest dro^r ; 
so they sell bullocks. But did you think, the prince 
would have served you thus? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene* Ho J now you strike like the blind man; 
'twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat 
the post. 

Gaud. If It will not be, 1*11 leave you. [^Exit. 

B&n^. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Now will he creep 

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice should 

know me, and not knbw me ! The prince's fool ! -7- 
Ha, it m^ be, I go under that title, because I am 
merry. — Yea; but so ; I am apt to do myself wrong: 
I am not so reputed : it is the base, the bitter du-' 
position of Beatrice, that puts the world into her 
person, and so gives me out. Well, 1*11 be re- 
venged as I may. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where's the count ? Did 
you 9ee him ? 

t Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told 
him true, that your grace had got the good will of 
this young lady ; and I offered him my company to 
ft willow tree, eiUier to make him a garland, as being 
forsaken, or to bind him^ up a rod, as being worthy 
to be whipped. 

D. Pedro. To be whipped! What's his fault? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy ; wh(^ 
being overjoyed with finding a bird's nest, shows it 
his companion, and he steals it. 

D. Pedro, Wilt thou make a trust a transgression? 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

JBexe. Yet it had not been amiss, the rodhadb^eif 
made, and the garland too ; for the g|Bix\»iv<i\ie\ni^t 
^ Imve worn himself; aud the rod he tca^X. hjwOa^ 
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ttovr'd on you, who, as I take it, have stol'ii his 
bird's nest. 

J>. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and re- 
store them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by my 
fiuth, you say honestly. 

r* D. Pedro.. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to 
you ; the gentleman that danced with her, told her,, 
she is much wronged by you. 

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance of a 
block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would 
have answered her ; my vvery visor began to assume 
life, and scold with her : She told me, not thinking I 
had been myself, that I was the prince's jester ; that 
I wa^ duller than a great thaw ; huddling j^t upon 
jest, with such impossible conveyance, upon me,, 
that I stood like a man at a mark, with a whole army 
shootmg at me: She speaks poniards, and every 
word stabs : she would have made Hercules have 
turned spit ; yea, and have clefl his club to make 
the fire too. Come, talk not of her. 

Re-enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato, and 

Hero. 

2). Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service 
to the world's end ? I will go on the slightest errand 
now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send' 
me on ; I will fetch you a toothpicker now from the 
farthest inch of Asia ; bring you the length of Prester 
John's foot ; fetch you a hair off the great Cham's 
beard ; do you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather 
than hold three words' conference with this harpy : 
You have no employment for me ? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good com- 
p«mr. 

jff^fge. O sir, here's a dish 1 love not', 1 cawMJlt 
eadure my lady Tongue. \JEiwJt. 
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D. Pedro. Come> lady> come ; you have lost the 
heart of signior Benedick. 

Beat* Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; and 
J give him use ' for it, a double heart for his single 
one : marry, once before, he won it of me with fajise 
dice, therefore your grkce may well say I have lost it. 
I have brought count Claudio, whom you sent me to 
seek. 

D. Pedro. Why, how now count ? wherefore are 
you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

D. Pedro. How then? Sick? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor mer- 
ry, nor well : but civil, count ; civil as an orange, 
and something of that jealous complexion. 

D. Pedro, ITaith, lady, I think your blazon to be 
true ; though, I'll be sworn, if he be so, his conceit 
is false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy 
name, and fair Hero is won ; I have broke with her 
father, and his good will obtmned : name the day of 
marriage, and God give thee joy ! 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, uid with 
her my fortunes : his grace hath made tlie match, 
and all grace say Amen to it ! 

Beat. Speak, count, 'tis your cue.^ 

Gaud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I 
were but little happy, if I could say how much. — * 
I^y* as you are mine, I am yours : I give away 
mjiself for you, and dote upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, stop his 
mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither. 

2>« Pedro. In £edth, lady, you have a merry heart* 

Beat. Yea, my lord, I thank it, poor fool, itkeeps 
on the windy side of care : -*-» My cousin tells him m 
his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And &o sne doth, cousin. 

• 

* Interest. « Turn : a phxMe ttaioi>%^^^^K!«»* 
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Beai. Good lord, for alliance ! — Thus goe6 every 
one to the world but I, and I am sun-burned ; J may 
sit in a comer, and cry, heigh ho ! for a husband. 
Z). Pedro, Lady Beatrice, I will get you- one. 
Beat, Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you? 
jD.' Pedro. Will you have ine, lady ? 
Beat, No, my lord, unless I might have another 
for working-days; your grace is too costly. to wear: 
every day : — But, I beseech your grace, pardon, me 2 
I was bom to speak all mirth, and no matter. 

jD. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to, 
be merry best becomes you ; for, out of question, 
you were bom in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry'd ; but 
then there was a star danced, and under that was I 
bom. — ' Cousins, God give you joy ! 
• Leon. NiecCy will you look to those things I told 
you of? 

Beat, I cry you mercy, uncle.— By your grace's 
pardon. \_Exit Beatrice. 

D^ Pedro, By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 
Leon, There s little of the melancholy element in 
her, my lord : she is never sad, but when she sleeps ; 
and not ever sad then ; for I have heard my daughter 
say, she hath oflen dreamed of unhappiness, and 
waked herself with laughing. 

X>. Pedro, She cannot 'endure to hear tell of a 
husband. ' . 

Leon, O, by no means ; she mocks all her wooers 
but of suit. 

D. Pedro, She were an excellent wife for Be- 
nedick. 

Leon, O, my lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ried, they woiud talk themselves mad. 

D. Pedro, Count Claudio, when mean you to go 
to church ? 

Clamd. To-morrow, my lord: Time goes on 
crutches, till love have ail his rites. 
ZeiM» Not till Monday, my deax BOTi> viVivdtk "vik 
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hence a just seven-night ; and a time too brief too, 
to have all things answer my mind. 

D. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long 
a breathing ; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us; I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercules* labours ; which is, to 
bring signior Benedick, and the lady Beatrice into 
a mountain of affection, the one with the other. I 
would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but to 
fashion it, if you three will but minister such assist- 
ance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon, My lord, I am for you, though it cost 
me ten nights* watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

D. Pedro. And you too, gentle He^o ? 

Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 

D. Pedro. And Benedick is not the imhopefullest 
husband that I know : thus far can I praise him ; he 
is of a noble strain ^, of approved valour, and con- 
firmed honesty. I will teach you how to hufnour 
your cousin, that she shall fall in love with Bene- 
dick : — and I, with your two helps, will so practice 
on' Benedick, that, m despite of his quick wit and 
his queasy ^ stomach, he shall fall in love with Bea- 
trice. If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an 
* archer ; his glory shall be ours, for we are the only 
love-gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you my 
drift. * [^Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Another Room in Leonato's House* 

Enter Don John and Borachio. 

D. John* It is so ; the count Claudio shall tMLxry 
the daughter of Leonato. 

4 Lineage ^ Fastidtous« 
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Bora. Ye% my lord]; but I can cross it. 
2>. John* Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
wiU be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure 
to him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his aflection, 
ranges evenljr with mine. How canst thou cross this 
marriage? 

Bora* Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly 
that no dishonesty, shall appear in me. 
1>. Johru Show me briefly how. 
Bora* I think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the 
waiting-gentlewoman to Hero. ^ 

2). J^n. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber- 
window. 

2>. John. What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you' to ^emper. 
Go you to. the prince your brother ; spare not to tell 
him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying 
the renowned Claudio (whose estimation do you 
mightily hold up) to a contaminated person, such a 
one as Hero. 

D. John. What proof shall I make of that ? 
Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look you 
-for any other issue ? 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
anything. 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Don 
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone: tell them, 
that you know that Hero loves me ; intend ^ a kind 
of zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as-— in love 
of your brother's honour who hath made this match; 
and his friend's reputation, who is thus like to be 
coaled with the semblance of a maid, -— that jou 
have discpyered thus. They will scarcely belfeio 

6 Pretend. 
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this without trial : offer them instances ; which shall 
bear no less likelihood, than to see me at her cham- 
ber window ; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; hear 
Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them to see 
this, the very night before the intended wedding : 
for, in the mean time, I will so fashion the matter, 
that Hero shall be absent ; and there shall appear 
such seeming truth of Hero's disloyalty, that jea- 
lousy shall be call'd assurance, and all the prepara- 
tion overthrown. 

D. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can^ 
I will put it in practice : Be cunning in the woridng 
this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora, Be vt>u constant in the accusation, and 
my cunning shall not shame me. • 

D. John. I will presently go learn thdr day of 
marriage. • \Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Leonato's Garden. 
Enter Benedick and a Boy. 

Bene. Boy, — 

Boy. Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring 
it hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that ; — but I would have thee hence, 

and here again. [JExt/ Boy.] — I do much wonder, 

that one man, seeing how much another mftn is a 

fool when he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, 

after he hath laughed at such shallow follies in others, 

become the argument of his own scorn, by falling in 

Jove: And such a man is Claudio. I have known, 

when there was no musick mth Y&niWx. ^^ daraxoL 

»od £fe; and now had he tathet View ^^ ^»ia^x «sA 
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the pipe : I have known, when he would have walked 
ten mile afoot, to see a good annour ; and now will 
he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a new 
doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to the 
purpose, like an honest man, and a soldier ; and 
mw is he tum'd orthographer ; his words are a very 
fimtastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
May I be so converted, and see with these eyes ? 
I cannot tell ; I think npt^ I will not be sworn, but 
love mvy traniform me to an oyster ; but I'll take my 
oalb on i^, till he have made an oyster of me, he 
aball never make me such a fool. One woman is 
finr ; yet I am well : another is wise ; yet I am well : 
stnedier virtuous ; yet I am well : but till all graces 
be in one woman, one woman shall not come in 
mjgniC^* Rich she shall be, that's certain ; wise, 
or xll none ; Virtuous, or I'll never cheapen her ; 
ftir, 9f 111 never look on her ; mild, or come not 
near ; noble, or not I for an angel ; of good dis- 
eoursey m excellent musician, and her hair shall 
be of vhat colour it pleases. Ha \ the prince and 
monsieur Love ! I will hide me in the arbpur. 

[ Withdraws. 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Cl audio. 

Z>. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this musick ? 
Gaud. Yea, my good lord : — How still the even- 
ing is. 
As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 
2>. Pedro. See you where fienedick hath hid him- 
self? 
Gaud. O, very ^ell, my lord : the musick ended, 
We'll fit the kid-fox with a penny-worth. 

Enter Balthazar, toith musick. 

D. Peidro. Come, Balthazar, we'll \ieax iSci^X. ^^ti% 
again. 

VOL. 11. j^ 
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BaUh, O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander musick any more than once. 

D. Pedro* It is the witness still of excellency. 
To p|it a strange face on his own perfection ; — * 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

BaUh. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing : 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes ; 
Yet will he swear, he loves. 

Z)* Pedro. ^Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 

Bidth. Note this before my notes. 

There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. 

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotdiets that he 
^eaks ; 
Note, notes, forsooth, and noting ! * {^Mustek. 

Bene. Now, Divine air I now is his soul ravished ! 
— Is it not strange, that sheep's guts should hale souls 
out of men's bodies ? — Well, a horn for my money, 
when all's done. 

Balthazar sings. 
I. 

Balth. Sigh no more^ ladies^ sigh no more, 
Iken tiiere deceivers ever ; 
Onejbot in sea, and one on shore; , 
To one thing constant never : 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blith and bonny : 
Converting all your sounds rfvdoe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 

n. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo'' 
Uf dumps so dull andneavy ; 

7 More. 
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The fraud of men tofl* eoer so, 
Since summer frst tioas lewoy. 
Then sigh not so, Sfc. 

m 

2>. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

BaUh. And an ill singer, my lord. 

2^. Pedro. Ha ? no ; no, faith ; thou singest well 
enough for a shift. 

Bene. \_Aside.'} An he had been a dog, that should 
have howled thus, they would have hange4 him ; 
and, I pray heaven, his bad voice bode no mischief] 
I had as lief have heard the night-raven, come what 
plague could have come after it. 

D.Pedro. Yea, marry ; [2o Cl audio.] — Dost^ 
thou hear, Balthazar ? I pray thee, get us some ex- 
cellent musick ; for to-morrow night we would have ' 
it at the ladv Hero's chamber window. 

Balih. Tne best I can, my lord. 

D.Pedro. Do so: farewell, [j&^jreun^ Balthazar 
and mv^ick.'] Come hitlier, Leonato : What was it 
you told me of to-day ? that your niece Beatrice 
was in \ove with signior Benedick ? 

Claud. O, ay ; — Stalk on, stalk on ; the fowl sits. ^ 
\_Aside to Pedro.] I did never think thist lady 
would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but most wonderful, 
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom 
she hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever to 
abhor. 

Bene. Is't possible ? Sits the wind in that comer. 

[^Aside. 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it ; but that she loves him with an enraged 
affection, — it is past the infinite of thought. 

D. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. Counterfeit ! There never was counterfeit 
of passion came so near the life of passiqp^ as she 
discovers it. 

i 2 
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D. Pedro, Why, what effects of paBsionshows she? 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. 

^Aside. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit you^— 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

2). Pedro. Hqw, how, I pray you ? You amaze 
me : I would have thought her spirit had been in^ 
vincible'against all assaults of affection. 
. Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ; espe- 
cially against Benedick. 

Bene. [_A8ide.'\ I should think this a gull, but 
that the white-bearded fellow speaks it: knavery 
cannot, sure, hide itself in s)ich reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it up. 
<. ^Aside. 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to 
Benedick ? ' 

Leon. No; and swears she never 'will: that's her 
torment. 

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter savs : 
Shall 7, says she, that have so oft encounter d him 
vaith scorn, write to him that I love him ? 

Leon. This says she now when she is beghining 
to write to him : for she'll be up twenty times a 
night ; and there will she sit till she have writ a 
sheet of paper : — my daughter tells us all* Then 
will she tear the letter into a thousand half-pence ; 
rail at herself, that she should write to one that 
she knew would flout her : I measure him, says she, 
bif.my oton spirit; for I should floui him, if he writ 
to me; yea, though llovehim^ I should. 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, and 
cries, O sweet Benedick I 

Leon. She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : 
and the ecstasy hath so much overborne her, that 
my daughter is sometime afraid she will do a des- 
perate outrage to herself; It is very true. 
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JD. Pedro, It were good, that Benedick knew of 
it by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Ctaud, To what end? .He would but make a 
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D>Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to hang 
him : She's an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all ^ 
suspicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Bene- 
dick. 

Leon, 1 am sorry for her, as I have just cause, 
being her uncle and her guardian. 

D. Pedro, I would, she had bestowed this dotage 
on me ; I would have dafF'd ® all other respects, and 
made her half myself : I pray you, tell Benedick of 
it, and hear what he will say. 

Leon, Were it good, think you? 

Claud. Hero thinks surely, she will die : for 8h6 
says, she will die if he love her not ; and she will 
die ere she makes her love known ; and she will die 
if he woo her, rather than she will bate one breath 
of her accustomed crossness. 

D, Pedro, She doth well : if she should make 
teWer of her love, 'tis very possible he'll scorn it ; 
for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptuous 
spirit. ' 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

D. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward hap- 
piness. 

Claud. And in my mind, very wise. 

JD. Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks ^ 
that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

JD. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the 
managing of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for 
either he avoids them with great discretion, or un^ 
dertakes them with a most christian-like fear. 

' Thrown off 

ju 3 
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Leon, If he do fear God, he must necessarily keep 
peace ; tf he break the peace, he ought to enter 
mto a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

Z>. Pedro, And so will he do ; for the man doth 
fear God. Well, I am sorry for your niece : Shall 
ve go see Benedick, and tell him of her love ? 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it. 
' out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her 
heart out first. 

Z)« Pedro. Well, we'll hew further of it by your 
daughter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well ; and I could wish he would modestly examine 
himself, to see how much he is unworthy so good a 
lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 
, Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. [_ Aside. 

D» Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for 
her ; and that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
one an opinion of another's dot^e, and no such 
matter; that's the scene that I would see, which 
will be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to 
caU him in to dinner. j^Aside. 

[^Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leoi^ato. 

Benedick advances Jrom the Arbour. 

Bene. This can be no trick : The conference was. 
sadly borne.' — They have the truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her 
affections have their full bent. Love me ! why, it^ 
must be requited. I hear how I am censured : they 
say, I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the 
love come from her ; they say too, that she will ra- 
dier die than give any sign of afiection. — I did 
never tMnk to marry: — »I must not seem proud r 

9 Seriottsly canied 6n. 
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— Happy, are they that hear their detractions^ and 
am put them to mending. They say, the lady is 
fair ; 'tis a truth, I can bear them witness : and vir- 
tuous ; — 'Xis so, I cannot reprove it '^ and wise, but 
for loving me : — By ray troth, it is no addition to 
her wit ; — nor no great argument of her folly, for 
I will be horribly in love with her. — I may chance 
have some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken 
on me, hecause I have railed so long against mar-' 
riage : — But doth not the appetite alter ? A man 
loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot endure 
in his age : Shall quips, and sentences, and these 
paper bullets of the brain, awe a man from the ca- 
reer of his humour? No: The world must be^ 
peopled. When I said, I would die a bachelor, I 
did not think I should live till I were married.—. 
Here comes Beatrice: By this day, she's a &ir. 
lady : I do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat, Against my will, I am sent to bid you come: 
in to dinner. 

Bejie. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, than, 
you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful, 
I would not have come. 

Bene. You take pleasure in the message ?. 

Beat, Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife^s point, and choke a daw withal : — You have 
no stomach, signior ; fare you well. [£xtY.; 

Bene, Ha ! Against my ivHl I am sent to bid vou 
come to dinner — there's a double meaning in that*. 
J took no more pains Jbr those thanks^ than you took 
pains to thank me — that's as much as to say, Anr 
pains that I take for you is as easy as thanks : — If 
I do not take pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do not; 
love her, I am a Jew : I will go get her picture. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Leonato^s Garden. 

' JEnier Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero, Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour; 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing ' with the Prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard'st us ; 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-suckles, ripen'd by the sun^ 
Porbid the sun to enter; — like favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it: — there will she 

hide her, 
To listen our propose : This is thy office, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg, ril make her come, I warrant you, pre- 
sently. [JBxtV. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down. 
Our talk must only be of Benedick : 
When I do name nim, let it be thy part 
To praise him midre than ever man did merit t 
"My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sjpck in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin ; 

' Discoursing. 
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Enter Bsatbics, behiiuL * 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, rung 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture : ^ 

Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose 
nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

[^The^ advance to the botoer* 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ;. 
I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. * 

Ursm But are you sure, 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hew, So says the prince, and my new-trothed 
lord. 

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it i 
But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it* 

Urs. Why did you so? Doth not th% gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice shall pouch upon ? 

Hero. I know, he doth deserve \ 

As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice ; 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes. 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so. highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love, 

^ A species *bf hawks. 
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Nor take no'shape nor prqject of affection. 
She is so self-endeared. 

Vrs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never yet saw 
man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featuf'd, 
. But she would spell him backward : if rair- faced, 
She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antick. 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all wind i 
If silent, why a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpieness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 

Hero. No : not to be so odd, and from all fashions. 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak, 
She'd mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks ; 

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : • 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swifl and excellent a wit. 
As she is priz'd to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. 
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Hero* He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

[/rf. I pray you, be /not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 
For shape, lor bearing, argument, and valour, 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero, Indeed,. he hath an excellent good name. 

Urs* His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. -« 
When are you married, madam? 

Hero. Why, every day ; — to-morrow : Come, go 
in; 
I'll show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel, 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Urs* She's lim'd I warrant you ; we have caught 
her, madam. 

Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kdls with arrows, some with traps. * 

{Exeunt Hero and Ursula. 

Beatricb advances. 

Beat. Wh^t fire is in mine e&rs? Can this be 
true ? 

Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn so much? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of^such. 
Andy Benedipk, love on, I will requite' thee ; 

Taming my w^ld heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness sliall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band ; 
For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. V^^k 
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SCENE II. 

» 

A Room in Leonato's Home. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and 

Leonato. • 

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be cob- 
summate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my lord, if you'll 
Tbuclusafe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in 
. l!he new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child 
his. new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will only 
be bold with Benedick for his ccmmany ; for, from 
the prown of his head to the sole or his foot, he is fdl 
. mirtii ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow- 
string, ^nd the little hangman dare not shoot at him : 
he hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his tongue 
is the cliipper ; for what his heart thinjks, liis tongue 
' speaks. ' 

^. Bene. Gallants, I am not as I hare been. 

Leon. So say I ; methinks you are si^der. 

Claud. I hope, he be in love. 

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there's no true drop 
of blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love : if he 
be sad, he wants money. . • 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

D. Pedro. Draw it. 
. Bene. Hang it I ' 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after- 
wards. 

D. Pedro. What ? sigh for the tooth-ach ? 

Z^on. Where is but a humour, or a worm ? 

Bene. Well, Every one can master a grief, but he 
that has it. 

Claud* Yet say I, he is in love. 
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D. Pedro. There is no appearan^d of fancy in him^ 
unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises ; 
*as, to be a Dutchman to-day ; a Frenchman to-mor-* 
row ; or in the shape of two countries at once. Un-« 
I^n he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he 
hathy he is no fool for fancy, as you would have it 
appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old signs : he brushes his hat o* 
mornings ; What should that bode ? 

/>• Pedro, Hath any man seen him at the barber's ? 

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been seen 
with him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
already stiiied tennis-balls, 

*Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by' 
the loss of a beard. 

' JDu Pedro^ Nay, he nibs himself with civet : Can 
you smell him out by that? 

Claud. That's as much as to say, The sweet 
youth's in love. 

* D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melan<* 
choly. ■ 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face ? 

b. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, 
I hear what they say of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now' 
Crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops.. 

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale tor him : 
Conclude, conclude, he is in love. ' ^' 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

D. Pedro, That would I know too ; I warrant, one 
diat knows him not. 

Claud, Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in despite 
of all, dies for him. 

Benf. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. — 
Old signior, walk aside with me : I have studied' 
eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which 
these hobby-horses must npt hear. 

[^Exeunt Benedick and Leonato.' 

VOL. ir. M 
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D. Pedro. For my life^ to break with him about 
Beatrice. 

1 , Claud, *Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have by • 
this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the 
two bears will not bite one another, when they 
meet. 

Enter Don John. 

\ jD. John. My lord and brother, God save you. 

D.Pedro. Good den, brother. 

D. John, If your leisure served, I would speak 
with you. 

D. Pedro. In private ? 

D. John, If it please you ; — yet Count Claudio 
may hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns hiifiv 

D, Pedro. What's the matter ? 
. D, John. Means your lordship to be married to- 
morrow ? [2b Cl Aupio. 

D. Pedro, You know, he does. 

D. John. I know not that,' when he knows what I 
know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, 
discover it. 

D. John. You may think, I love you not ; let that 
appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now 
will manifest: For my brother, I think, he holds 
you well ; and in deamess of heart hath holp to 
effect your ensuing marriage : surely, suit ill spent, 
and labour ill bestowed 1 

D. Pedro. Why, what's the matter ? 
. D, John. I came hither to tell you ; and, circum- 
stances shortened, (for she hath been too long a talk- 
ing of,) the lady is disloyal. 

Claud. Who? Hero? 

D, John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero^ 
every man's Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal ? . 

D. John. The word is too .good , to paint out her 
wickedness ; I coidd say, «he were worse ; think 
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yoii of a wor$e titl^, and I will fit her to it. Wondejr 
not till further warrant : go but with me to-nigbl^ 
you shall see her chamber-window entered.; even 
the night before her wedding-day : if you love hc&r 
then, to-morrow wed her ; but it would better fit 
your honour to change your mind. 

Claud* May this be so ? 

Z). PedrOk I will not think it. 

Z). John, If you dare not trust that you see, con^ 
fe«s not that you know: if you will follow me, I 
will show you enough ; and when you have seen 
more, and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Cliiud, If I see any thing to-night why I should 
not marry her to-morrow ; in the congregation, where 
I should wed, there will I shame her. 

2>. Pedro, And, as I wooed for thee to obtaiii 
her, I will join with thee to disgrace her. 

2). John. I will disparage her no farther, till ^oii 
are my witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight^ 
and let the issue show itself. 

JP, Pedro. O day untowardly. turned ! , 

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting ! 

D. John. O plague right well prevented ! 
So will you say, when you have seen the sequel. 

\_Exeunln 



SCENE III. 

A Street. 

Enter Dogberry and Verges, tjoith the Watch. ^ 

Dogb. Are you good men, and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good for 
them, if they should have any allegiance in them>. 
being chosen for ihe prince's watch. 

M 2 
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Verg, Well, give them their charge, neighboui^ 
pogberry. 

]■ Dogb, First, who think you the most desartless 
nan to be constable ? 

; 1 Watch* Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoal ; 
for they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal. Heaven 
liath blessed you with a good name : to be a well- 
fiivoured man is the gift of fortune ; but to write 
|md read comes by nature. 

2 Watch, Both which, master constable, — 

JDogb, You have ; I knew it would be your an* 
fwer. Well, for your favour, sir, make no boast of 
it ; and for your writing and reading, let that i^pear 
when there is no need of such vanity. You are 
fought here to. be the most senseless and fit man 
for the constable of the watch ; therefore bear you 
(he lantern : This is your charge ; You shall com- 
prehend ^11 vagrom men ; you are to bid any man 
stand, in the prince's name. 

2 fTa^cA. How if he will not stand ? 

Dogb, Why then, take no note of hhn, but let 
him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch to- 
gether, and tnank heaven you are rid of a knave. 

Verg, If he will not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince's subjects. 

Dogb, True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince's subjects : — You shall also make no 
noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to babble 
and talk, is most tolerable, and not to be endured. 

2 Watch, We will rather sleep than talk ; we know 
what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb, Why, you speak like an ancient and most 
quiet watchman ; for I cannot see how sleeping 
ffhould offend : otily, have a care that your bills ^ be 
not stolen : — Well, you are to call at all the ale* 
houses, and bid those that are drunk get them to 
bed, 

9 Weapons of the watchmeni» 



SCENB ni,] ABOUT NOTHING. Il7 

2 Watch, How, if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are 
sober ; if they make you not then the better an^ 
swer, you may say, they are not the men you took 
them for. 

2 Watch. Well, sir. 

Dogh. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and, fof 
such kind of men, the less you meddle or make with 
them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we 
not lay hands on him ? 

Dogh. Truly, by your office, you may; but, I 
think, they that touch pitch will be defiled: the 
most peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief, 
is, to let him show himself what he is, and steal out 
of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciiful 
man, partner. 

Dogh. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will ; 
much more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg, If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
must call to the nurse, and bid her still it. 

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not heai; us. . 

Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying : for the ewe that wiU 
not hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer a 
calf when he bleats. , 

Verg. *Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, con--, 
stable, are to present the prince's own perspn ; if. 
you meet the prince in the night, you may stay him.j 

Verg. Nay byV lady, that, I think, he cannot. 

Dogb. Five shillings to one on't, with any man 
that knows the statues, he may stay him: marry, 
not without the prince be willing: for, indeed, ti^e^ 
watch ought to o^nd no man ; and it is an offence 
to stay a man.against his will. 

M 3 / 
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Verg. By'r lady, I think, it be so. 
'. Dogb, Ha, ha, ha ! Well, masters, good night : an 
Aere be any matter of weight chances, call up me : 
jkeep your fellows' counsels and your own, wnd good 
night. — Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch, Well, masters, we hear our charge : let 
JUS go sit here Upon the church-bench till two, and 
then all to-bed. 

Dogb, One word more, honest neighbours : I pray 
you, watch about signior Leonato's door ; for the 
wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great 
coil to-night : Adieu, be vigitant, I beseech you. 

^Exeunt Dogberry and Verges. 

# 

Enter Borachio and Conrade. 

/ 

Bora. What ! Gonrade, — 
• Watch, Peice, stir not. £Asid€. 

Bora, Conrade, I say ! 

Co».' Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora, Stand thee close then under this pent- 
house, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Watch. [^Astde,^ Some treason, masters; yet 
stand close. 

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
John a thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villainy should be so 
dear? 

Borlt. Thou shoiild'st rather ask, if it were pos- 
sible any villainy should be so rich; for when rich 
Tillaiiis have need of poor ones, poor ones may- 
make what price they will. 

Con, I wonder at it. 

Bora. That show6, thou art unconfirmed*: Thou 
knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat^ or 
a cloak, is nothing to a man. ' 

4 Unpractised in the way$ of the world. 
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Con. Tea, it is apparel. 

Bora, I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fooFs the 
ibol. But see'st thou not what a deformed thief this 
fashion is ? 

Watch, I know that Deformed; he has been a. 
vile thief this seven year ; he goes up and down like 
a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora, Didst thou not hear somebody ? 

Con* No ; 'twas the vane on the house. 

Bora, Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed 
thief this fashion is ? how giddily he turns about all 
the hot bloods, between fourteen and five-and-thirty ? 

Con, All this I see; and «ee, that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than the man t But art not 
thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that thou 
hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me^of the 
fashion ? 

Bora, Not so, neither : but know, that I have to- 
night wooed ^Margaret, the lady Hero's gentlewo- 
man, by the name of Hero ; she leans me out at her 
mistress' chamber-window, bids me a thousand times 
good night, — I tell this tale vilely : -<- 1 should first 
tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and my master, 
planted, and placed, and possessed by my master 
Don John, saw afar off in the orchard this amiable 
encounter. 

Con, And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora, Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio ; 
but the devil my master knew she was Margaret ; 
and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them, 
partly by the dark night, which did deceive them,^ 
but chiedy by my villainy, which did confirm &ay 
slander ^ftt Don John had made, away went Claudio 
enraged ; swore, he would meet her as he was ap- 
pointed, .^next morning at the temple, and there, be- 
fore the whole congregation, shame her with what 
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he saw over-night, and send her home again without 
a husband. 

1 Watch* We charge you in the prince's name, 
stand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable: We 
have here recovered the most dangerous piece ot 
lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth. 

r Watch, And one Deformed is one of them ; I 
know him, he wears a lock. 

Con* Masters, masters. 

2 Watch, You'll be made bring Deformed forth, I 
warrant you. 

Con, Masters, — 

1 Watch, Never speak; we charge you, let us 
obey you to go with us. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity^ 
being taken up of these men's bills.' 

Con, A commodity in question, I warrant you. 
Come, we'll obey you. [Exeunt^ 



SCENE IV. 

A Room in Leonato's House. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, anif. Ursula. 

Hero, Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, 
and desire tier to rise. 

Urs. I will, lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. lExit Ursula. 

. Marg. Troth, I think, your other rabato ' were 
better. • 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, 1*11 wear this. 

M(trg. By my troth, it's not so good $ and I war-' 
rant, your cousin will say so. 

5 A kind of ruff. 
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Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another ; 
111 wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if 
'the hair were a thought browner : and your gown's 
a most rare fashion. I saw the duchess of Milan's 
^own, that they praise so. 

Hero* O that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth it's but a night-gown in re- 
spect of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced 
with silver; set with pearls, down sleeves, side- 
sleeves, and skirts round, underbome with ablueish 
'tuisiel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and excel* 
lent fashion, yours is worth ten on't. 

Hero* God giv-e me joy to wear it, for my heart 
4S exceeding heavy ! 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. -Good morrow, sweet Hero. 'Tis almost 
Eve o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time you were ready. By 
my troth I am exceeding ill : — hey ho ! 

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 
• Beat. By my troth, I am sick* 

Margf Get you some of this distilled Carduui; 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only 
thinff for a qualm. 

nero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictus? you have 
some moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth^ I have no moral 
meaning; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may 
tl^ink, perchance, that 1 think you are in love : nay, 
6y'r lady, I am not such a fool to think what I list ; 
nor I list not to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I 
canno£ think, if I would think my heart out of 
thinking, that you are in love, or that you will be in 
love, or that you can be in love ; yet benedick was 
such another^ and now is he become a man: he 
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swore he would n^ver marry; and yet now, in 
despite of his heart, he eats his meat without grudg- 
ing : and how you may be converted, I know not ; 
but methinks, you look with your eyes as other 
women do, 

Beai* What pace is this that thy tongue keeps? 

Marg. Not a false gallop. 

Rc'enter Ursula. 

Urs» Madam, withdraw; the prince, the county 
signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of 
the town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. ^ExeunU 



SCENE V. 

Another Room in Leonato^s House* 

^ « 

Enter Leonato, tuitk Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon. What would you with me j honest neigh- 
bour? 

Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for you see, *tis a busy 
lime with me. 

Dogb. Marry, this it is, sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir. . 

Leon. What is it, my good friends ? 
. Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off 
the matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not so 
blunt, as, I would desire they were ; but, in faith, 
honest, as the skin between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank Grod, I am as honest as any 
man living, that is an old man, and no honester 
Ihan L 
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Dogb, Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neigh- 
bour Verges. , 

Zrtfon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Doeb, It pleases your worship to say so, but we 
are tne poor duke's officers; but, truly, for mine 
own part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could 
find in my heart to bestow it all of your worship* 

Leon. All thy tediousness on me ! ha ! 

Dogb, Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more 
than 'tis : for I hear as good exclamation on your 
worship, as of any man in the city ; and though I 
be but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verg, And so am I. 

Leon, I would fain know what you have to say* 

Verg, Marry, sir, our watch to-night, exceptmg 
your worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as 
arrant knaves as any in Messina* 

Dogb, A good old man, sir ; he will be talking ; 
as they say, When the age is in, the wit is out : 
it is a world to see * ! — Well said, i'faith, neighbour 
Verges ; — ^ well, an two men ride of a horse, one 
must ride behind : — An honest soul, i'faith, sir ; 
by my troth he is, as ever broke bread : but, all 
men are not alike ; alas, good neighbour ! 

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of 
you ; but I must leave you. 

Dogb* One word, sir : our \^tch, sir, have, in* 
deed, comprehended two aspicious persons, and we 
would have them this morning examined before 
^ur worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring 
it me ; I am now in great haste, as it may appear 
unto you. 

Dogb. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go; fare you 
well. 

^ f. e. It is wonderful to sec 
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. Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband. 

Leon. I will wait upon them ; I am ready. 

[^Exeunt Leonato and Messenger. 

Dogd. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and mkhom to the 
gaol ; we are now to examination these men. 

Ferg. And we must do it wisely* 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, 1 warrant you ; 
here's that [ Touching his forehead,^ shall drive some 
of them to a nan com : only get the learned writer 
to set down our excommunication, and meet me at 
the gaoU .{^Exeunt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

The Inside of a Church. 



Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, 
Claudio, Benebick, Hero, and Beatricei 
S^c. 

Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you' shall recount their 
particular duties afterwards. 

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry this, 
lady? 

Claud. No. 

Leon. To be married to her, friar ; you come to 
marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you twtkt hither to be married to 
this count ? 
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Herq. I do# 

Friar. If eithef of you know any inward impedi-^, 
laent why you should not be conjoined, I charge 
you, on your soikls, to utter it. 

Claude KnpW you any, Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Wriar, Know you any, count ? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Gaud. O, w^at men dare do! what men may do} 
i#hat men daily do ! not knowing what they do ! 

Bene. How now ! Interjections ? Why, then some 
bja of laughing, as, ha! ha! he! 

Gaud. Stand thee by, friar : — Father, by your 
leave 1-' 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift. 

I). Pedrom Notliing, unless you render her agam^ 
^ Cland. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulness. — - 
There, Leonato, take her back again : 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 
She's but the sign and semblance of her honour: — 
Behold,' how like a maid she blushes here: 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sjn cover itself withal ! 
Comes not that bipod, as modest evidence. 
To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear. 
All you that see her, that she were a mai^. 
By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon. What do yqu mean, my lord?. 

Claud. * Not to be married 

Not knit my soul to an approved wanton. . 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in- your own proof 

VOL. II. N 
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Have vanquished the resistance of her youth. 
And made defeat of her yirginity, 

Claud. I know what you would say; If I hav^ 
known her, 
You'll say, she did embrace me as a husband, 
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin : 
No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ' ; 
But, as a brother to his sister, show'd 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero* And seem'd I ever otherwise to you ? 

Claud. Out on thy seeming ! I will write i^ains€ 
'it: 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb ; 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero* Is my lord well, that he doth speak sq 
wide"? 

Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ^ 

D. Pedro. What should I speak ? 

I stand dishonoured, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon. Are these things spoken? or do I but 
dream? 

Z>. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things 
are true. 

Bene. This looks not4ike a nuptial. 

Hero. True ?0 God! 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 
Is this the prince? Is this the prince's brother? 
Is this face Hero's? Are our eyes our own? 

Leo7i. All this is so ; But what of this, my lord ?^ 

Claud. Let me but move one. question to your 
daughter ; 

^ Licentiou9. • Wildly, 
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And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

JjCon* I charge 'thee do so, as thou art my child. 

Hero. O God defend me ! how am I beset ! — 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to, your name. 

Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 

Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden. -*- 
Leonato, 
I am sorry you must hear ; Upon mine honour, 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count. 
Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night, 
Talk wi^li a ruffian at her chamber-window ; 
Who hath, indeed, most like a Hbeml' villain, 
Confess'd the vile ei^counters they have had 
A thousand times iii secret. '^ 

D.John. Fye, fye ! they are' 

Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language. 
Without offence, to utter them : Thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much misgovernment. 

Claud, O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been. 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart ! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell. 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity! * 

For thee lUl lock up all the gates of love. 
And on my eye^lids shall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm^ 
And never shall it mpre be gracious. 

9 Too fir^e of tongue. . » 

» 2 
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Leon, Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ? 

[Hero gtoaons* 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore sink 
you down ? 

P. John, Come, let us go : these things, come 
thus to light, 
Smother her spirits up. 

[^Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and 
Claudio. 

Bene. How doth the lady? 

Beat, Dead, I think ; — help, uncle ; — 

Hero! why, H*ero! — Uncle ! — Siguier Benedick ! 
n-iar ! 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 
Death is the fairest cover for ner shame, 
That may be wish'd for. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero ? 

Friar. Have comfort, lady. - 

Leon. Dost thou look up ? 

Friar. Yea; Wherefore should she not? 

Leon. Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly 
thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood? — 
Do not hve, Hero : do not ope thine eyes : 
For did I think thou would'st not quickly die. 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames. 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches. 
Strike at thy life^ Griev'd I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ' ? 
O, one too much by thee ! Why had' I one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 
"Why hafl I not, with charitable hand. 
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates ; 
Who smirched* thus, and mir'd with infamy, 
I might have said. No part of it is mine^ 
This shame derives itsetffrom unhnoixin loins f 

> Dbpositiob of thingt* ^ Sullied. 
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But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine Iprais'dy 
And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much^ 
That I myself was to myself not mine, 
Valuing of her ; why, she — O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again* 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient : 
For my part, I am so attir'd in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 

Beat. 0, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 

Beat. No, tf uly, not : although, until last night, 
I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon, Confirmed, confirmed ! O, that is stronger 
made. 
Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron ! 
Would the two princes lie? and Claudio lie? 
Who lov'd her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash'd it with tears ? Hence from her ; let herdie. 

Friar. Hear me a little ; 
toat I have only been, silent so long. 
And .given way unto this course of fortune. 
By- noting of the lady : I have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions start ^ 
Ii^to her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire. 
To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth: — Call me a fool ; 
Trust not my reading, nor my observations. 
Which with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book ; trust not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity. 
If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon. Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath ?efit^ 
Is, that she will not add unto her guilt 
A sin of perjury ; she not demes it : 

N 3 ' 
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Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
Th^t which appears in proper nakedness ? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 

Hero. They know, that do accuse me ; I know 
none : 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warranty 
Let all my sins lack mercy ! — O my father, 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature, 
Befuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar. There is some strange misprision ^ in (^e 
princes. 

Bene'. Two of them have the very bent of honour j 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies* 

Leon. I know not ; If they speak but truth of her. 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it* 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age so eat up my invention. 
Nor fortune made such havock of my means. 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 
But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind, 
Both strength of limb, and policy of mind^ 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly* 

Friar. Pause a while. 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it, that she is dead indeed : 
Maintain a mourning ostentation t 
And on your family's old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all ritea 

^ Misconc^doil. . . 
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That appertain unto a burial. 

Leon. What shall become of this ? What wiU this 
do? 

Friar. Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behalf 
Change slander to remorse ; that is some good : 
But not for that, dream I on this strange course^ 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 
She d3ring, as it must be so maintained, 
Upon the instant that she was accus'd, 
Shall be lamented, pitied and excused,. 
Of every hearer : For it so falls out, 
That what we have we prize not to the worth. 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost, 
Why, then we rack * the value ; then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ours : — So will it fare with Claudio: 
When he shall hear she died upon his words. 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination ; 
And every lovely organ of her life, 
Shall come apparell'd in more precious habit, 
More moving-delicate, and full of life. 
Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 
Than wh^n she liv*d indeed : — then shall he mourn. 
And wish he had not so accused her ; 
No, though he thought his accusation true. 
Let this be so, and doubt not but success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But if all aim but this be levdl'd false, 
The supposition of the lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 
And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 
(As best befits her wounded reputation) 
In «ome re/cIusive and religious life, 
Out of all eyes, tongues, mmds, and injuries. 

Bene, Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you ; 

4 Over-rate, 
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And though, you know, my inwardness ^ and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon, Being that I flow in grief. 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. Tis well consented ; presently away ; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain the 
cure : — 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day. 

Perhaps, is but prolong'd ; have patience, and 
endure. 

[Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leonato. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while? 

Beat, Yea, and I will weep a while longer^ 

Bene, I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene, Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 
wrong'd. 

Beat, Ah, how much might the man deserve of 
me, that would right her ! 

Bene, Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beat, A very even way, but*no such friend. 

Bene, M^ a man do it ? 

Beat, It is a man's office, but not yours. 

Bene, I do love nothing in the world so well ^ 
jon ; Is not that strange ? 

Beat, As strange as the thing I know not: It 
were as possible for me to say, I loved nothing &o 
well as you : but believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; 
I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing : — I am sorry 
fbr my cousin. 

Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

5 Intim&cy. 
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Bene* I will swear by it, that jou love me ; and I 
will make him eat it, that says, I love not you. 

Becct, Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it : 
I protest, I love thee. , 

BeaU Why then, heaven forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have staid me in a happy hour ; I was 
about to protest, I loved you.. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

BecA. I love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest. 

Bene. .Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beai.l^X Claudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it : Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beai. I am gone, though I am here ; — There is 
"no love in you : — Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends first. 
• . Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins- 
woman ? — O, that I were a man ! — What ! bear her 
in hand until they come to take hands ; and then 
with publick accusation, uncovered slander, unmiti- 
gated rancour, — O, that I were a man ! I would 
eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat.. Talk with a man out at a window ? — -a 
proper saying ! 

Bene. Nay, but, Beatrice ; -— 

Beat. Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is 
slandered, she is undone. 

Bene^ Beat*- 
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Beat. Princes, and counties * ! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count-confect ^ ; a sweet gallant, 
surely ! O, that I were a ihan for his sake ! or that I 
had ^y friend would be a man for my sake ! But 
manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into com- 
pliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and 
trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Hercules, 
that only tells a lie, and swears it : — I cannot be a 
man with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with 
grieving. 
'^ Bene, Tarry, good Beatrice : By this hand, I love 

thee. 

BeaU Use it for my love some other way than 
swearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soid the count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero ? 

Beat, Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge 
him ; I will kiss your hand, and so leave you : By 
this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account : 
As you hear of me, so think of me. Go,, comfort 
your cousin: 1 must say, she is dead; and so, fare- 
well. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

A Prison, 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in gotvns ; 
and the Watch, xjoifh Conrade and Borachio. 

Dogb, Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 
Verg, O, a stool and a cushion for the sextoil ! 
Sexton, Which be the malefactors ? 
Dogb, Marry, that am I and my partner. 
Verg, Nay, that*s certain ; we have the exhibitioa 
to examine. 

Sexton, But which are. the offenders that are to be 

7 A nobleman made out of sugar. 
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examined? let them come before master consta- 
ble. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, let them come before me. — 
What is your name, friend ? 

Bora, Borachio. 

Dosb, Pray write down — Borachio. — Yours, 
sirrah? 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name i» 
Conrade. 

Dogb. Writedown — master gentleman Conrade. 
-'— Masters, it is proved already that you are little 
better than false knaves ; and it will go near to be 
thought so shortly. How answer you for yourselves ? 

Con, Marry, sir, we say we are none. % 

Dogb, A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you ;> 
but I will go about with him. — Come you hither, 
nrrah : a word in your ear, sir ; I say to you, it is 
thought you are false knaves. 

Bora, Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dqgb, Well, stand aside J — They are both in a 
tale : Have you writ down — that they are none ? 

Sexton, Master constable, you go not the way to^ 
examine ; you must call forth the watch that are 
their accusers. 

Dogb, Yea, marry, that's the eftest way : — ^Let the 
watcn come forth — Masters, I charge you, in the 
prince's name, accuse Ihese men. 

1 Watch, This man said, sir, that Don John, the 
prince's brother, was a villain. 

Dogb, Write down — prince John a villain:—* 
Why this is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother--* 
villain. 

Bora, Master constable, — 

Dogb, Pray thee, fellow, peace ; I do not like 
thy look, I promise thee. 

Sexton, What heard you him say else ? 

2 Watch. Marry ^ that he had received a thousand 
ducats of Don John, for accusing the lady Herct 
wrongfiilly. 
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. Dogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 
Sexton. What else, fellow ? 

1 Watch, And that count Claudio did mean, upoir 
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole a»- 
ifembly, and not marry her. 

Dagb. O villain! thou wilt be condemned into^ 
^erlasting redemption for this. 
Sextoru What else ? 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you caa 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away; Hero was in this manner accmsed, in this 
very m^^ner refused, and upon the grief of this, 
suddenly died. — Master constable, lei these men 
be bound, and brought to Leonato's ; I will so be* 
fore, and show him their examination. \Esitw^ 

Dogb. Come, let them be opinipned. 

Verg. Let them be in band. 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! 

Dogb. Where's the sexton ? let him write dowa 
r^the prince's officer, coxcomb. — Coqae, bind 
them : Thou naughty varlet ! 

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an, ass. 
- Dogb, Dost thou not suspect my place? Dost 
thou not suspect my years ? -— O that he were her^ 
to write me down -^ an asii! — but, masters, re* 
nember, that I ain an ass ; though it be not written 
down, yet forget not that I api an ass : — No, thou 
villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved 
upon thee by* good witness. I am a wise fellow; 
and, which is more, an officer; and, which is more, 
a housholder : and, which is more, as pretty a piece 
of flesh as any is in Messina ; and one that know^L 
the law, go to ; and a rich fellow enough, go to ; 
and a feUow that hath had losses; and one that 
hath two gowns, and every thing handsome about 
him : -^ Bring him away* O, that I had been writ 
—an ass. l^Exeunt^ 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

Before Leooato's House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

AnU If you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 
And 'tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. * 

heon. I pray thee, cease thy* counsel, 

WUch falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : ^y^ not me counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 
But such a, one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring roe a father, that so lov'd his child, 
Whose joy of her is overwhelmed like mine, 
And bid him speak of patience; 
Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine> 
And let it answer every strain for strain ; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form ; 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard ; 
Cry — sorrow, wag! and hemf, when he should groan; 
Ftetch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me. 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no such man : For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it. 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage. 
Fetter strong madness in a silken thread. 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words ; 

vpL, II. o 
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No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 

To. those that wring under the load of sorrow, 

But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency^ 

To be so moral, when he shall endure 

The like himself: therefore give me no counsel : 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. ® 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing 
differ, 

Leon, I pray thee, peace: I will be flesh and 
blood ; 
For there was never yet philosopher. 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
However they have writ the style of gods, 
And m^e a pish at ehance and sufferance* 

AnU Yet bend not all the harm ^on yourself; 
Make those, that do offend you, suTOr too. ^ 

Leon. There thou speak'st reason: nay, I will 
do so : 
My soul doth tell me, Hero is belied ; 
And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter^ Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily. 

D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 

X). Pedro. We have some haste, Leonatp. 

Leon. Some haste, my lord! — well, fare you 
well, my lord : — 
Are you so hasty now ? ^ — well, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old, 
man. 

Ant. If he could right himself with quarreling, 
Some of us would lie low. 

Clauds Who wrongs him ? 

* Admonition. ' 
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JLeon. Marry, 

Thou, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembler, thou :— ^ 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
I fear thee not. 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand, 

If it should give your age such cause of fear : 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at 
me: 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what, would do, 
Were I not old : Know, Claudip, to thy head. 
Thou hast so wrong'd mine innocent child and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 
And, with grey hairs, and bruise of many days, 
Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 
I ^y, thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 
Thy slander hath gone through and through her 

h^art, 
And she lies buried with her ancestors : 
O ! in a tomb where never scandal slept. 
Save this of her's fram'd by thy villainy. 

Claud, My villainy ! 

Leon. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say* 

' Z). Pedro.. You say not right, old man, 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 

I'll prove it on his body, if he dare ; 
Despite his nice fence, and his active practice. 
His May of youth, and bloom of lusty hood. 

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Canst thou so dafl? me ? Thou hast killed 
my child ; 
If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
But that*s no matter; let him kill one first; — 
Win me and wear me, — let him answer me, — 
£ome, follow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me ? 

o 2 
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Sir bojy 1*11 whip you from your foiaing ^ fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, 1 will. 

Leon, Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself: God knows, I lov*d my 
niece ; 
And she is dead, slander*d to death by villains : 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed, 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 
Boys, apes, braggarts. Jacks, milksops !^ — 

Leon* Brother Antony, — 

Ant. Hold you content; What, man! I know 
them, yea. 
And what they weigh, even to the utn^ost scruple : 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong*ring boys, 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and slander^ 
Go antickly, and show outward hideousness. 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How Uiey might hurt their enemies, if they durst, 
And this is all. 

Leon. But, brother Antony, — 

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter ; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
your patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death ; 
But, on my honour, she was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, — 

D. Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No ? 

Brother, away : — I will be heard ; — 

Ant. And shall, . 

Or some of us will smart for it. 

[^Exeunt Leonato and Antonio. 

9 Thrusting. 
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J^n^er Benedick. 

' D. Pedro* See, see ; here comes the man we 
went to seek. 

Claud. Now^ signior ! what news ? 

Bene, Good day, my lord. 

JD. Pedro, Welcome, signior : You are almost 
come to part almost a fray. 

Claud, We had like to have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth, 

Z). Pedro. Leonato and his brother : What think'st 
thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should have been 
too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and- would fain 
have it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bene. It is in my scabbard; shall I draw it? 

p. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have, 
been beside their wit. — I will bid thee draw, as we 
do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale : 
— Art thou sick, or angry? 

Claud. What ! courage, man ! What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill 
care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an 
you charge it against me: — I pray you, choose 
another subject. 

Claud, Nay, then give him another staff; this last 
was broke cross. 

D.Pedro. By this light, he changes more and 
more ; 1 think, he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

Claud. Heaven bless me from a challenge ! 

Bene. You are a villain; — I 'j^^st not: — I will 

o 3 
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.oaake k go o d h ow you dare , -with-jdiat yrtu Aart^^ 
and when you dare : — Do me right, or I will pro- 
test your cowardice. You have killed a sweet lady^ 
and ner death shall fall heavy on you : Let me hear 
from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. ' 

/>. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Clavd. ITaith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a 
calf 's- head and a capon ; the which if I do not carve 
most curiously, say, my knife's naught. — Shall I 
not find a woodcocK too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

D. Pedro, rll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy 
wit the other day: I said, thou hadst a fine wit: 
Truey says she, ajine little one .• Noy said I, a great 
tvit ; Eighty says she, a great gross one : Nayy said 1, 
a good tvit; Justy said she, it hurts nobody: rlay, said 
I, the gentleman is tvise ; Certainy said she, a 'wise 
gentleman : Navy said I, he hath the tongues ; That 
'I believe, said sne, ybr he sxjoore a thing to me on 
Monday night, tvhich he forswore on Tuesday morn- 
ing; tneres u double tongue ;•' there* s txvo tongues. 
Thus did she, an hour together, transshape thy par- 
ticular virtues ; yet, at last, she concluded with a 
sigh, thou wast the properest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the whicn she wept heartily, and said, 
she cared not. 

D. Pedro. Yeia, that she did ; but yet, for all that, 
an if she did not hate him deadly^ she would love 
him dearly : the old man's daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all. 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bull's 
horns on the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells 
'JS'enedick the married man f 

Bene. Fare you well, boy ; you know my mind ; 
I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour : 
you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which 
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liurt not. — My lord, for your many courtesies^ I 
•thank you : I must discontmue your company : your^ 
brother, the bastard, is iled from Messina : you have, 
among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady: For 
my lord lack-beard, there, he and I sh'all meet ; and . 
till then, peace be with him. [^Exit Benedick. 

2>. Pedro. He is in earnest* 

Claud, In most profound earnest ; and. 111 war* 
rant you, for the love of Beatrices 

/>. Pedro. And hath challenged thee ? 

CUmd. Most sincerely. 

2>. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he 
goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves oS his wit \ 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch, ijoith 
CoN^ADE and Borachio. 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is 
an ape a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, soft you, let be ; pluck up, my 
'heart, and be sad ' \ Did he not say, my brother 
was fled ? 

Dogb. Come, you, sir; if justice cannot tame yon, 
she shall ne*er weigh more reasons in her balances 
nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must 
be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brother's men» 
bound ! Borachio, one ! 

Claud. Hearken afler their offence, my lord ! 

D. Pedro < Officers, what offence have these men 
•done ? 

Dogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false re- 
port ; moreover, they have spoken untruths ; se- 
condarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they 
have belied a lady ; thirdly, they liave verified un- . 
just things : and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

D. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have done.'i' 

Serious. 



144 MuqH ADO [act v. 

fliirdly, I ask thee what's their offence ; sixth and 
lastly, why they are. committed; and, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge. 

Claud, Rightly reasoned, and in his own division; 
and, by my troth, there's one meaning well suited. 

X). Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, 
that you are thus bound to your answer ? this learned 
constable is too cunning to be understood : What's 
your offence ? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no further to mine 
answer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes : what your 
wisdoms could not discover, these shallow tools 
have brought to light ; who, in the night, over- 
heard me confessing t(^ this man, how Don John 
your brother incensed' me to slander the lady 
Hero ; how you were brought into the orchard, and 
saw me court Margaret in Hero's garment"; how 
you disgraced her, when you should marry her: 
my viHainy they have upon record ; which I had 
Tather seal with my death, than repeat over to my 
shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my master s 
false accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but 
the reward of a villain. 

D. Pedro. Runs not this speech like iron through 
your blood ? 

Claud. I have drunk poison, whiles he utter'd it. 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice 
of it. 

D. Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of trea- 
chery : — 
-And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
In th^ rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Bogh. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this 
time our Sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of 

* Incited. 
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the matter : And masters, do not forget to specify^ 
when time and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato, 
and die Sexton too. 

Reenter Leon A to and Antonio, voitk the Sextoik 

Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyeiET; 
That when I note another man like him, 
I may avoid him : Which of these is he ? 

Bora, If you would know your wronger, look on 
me. 

Leon, Art thou the slave, that with thy breath 
hastkiird 
Mine innocent child ? 

Bora. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou bely'st thyself; ' 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it : — 
I thank you, princes^ for my daughter*^ death ; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 
''Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience. 
Yet I must speak : Choose your revenge yourself;. 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn'd I not, 
But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I ; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he*ll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live^ 
That were impossible ; but, I pray you both, 
Possess^ the people in Messina here 
How innocent she died : and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention. 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb> 

i Acquaint. 
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And sing it to her bones ; sing it to-night : — 
Tq-morrow morning come you to my house ; 
And since you could not be my son-m-Iaw, 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that's dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us ; 

• ' — 

Give her the right you should have given her cousin, 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud, O, noble sir, 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me ! • 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow then I will expect your coming ; 
To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe, was pack'd ♦ in all this wrong, 
, Hir'd to it by your brother. 

Bora, No, by my soul, she was not ; 

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogb, Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not under 
white and black,) this plaintiff herci the offender, 
did call me ass :. I beseech you, let it be remembered 
in his punishment : And also, the watch heard them 
talk of one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in 
his ear, and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows po- 
ney ; the which he hath used so long, and never . 
paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and will, 
lend nothing: Pray you, examine him upon that 
point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

l)ogh. Your worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youth. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. Go, I discharge 
thee of thy prisoner, and I thank thee. 

Dogb, 1 leave an arrant knave with your worship ; 

^ Combined. 
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which, I beseech your worship, to correct yourself, ' 
for the example of others. 1 wish your worship 
well : I humbly give you leave to depart. — Come, 
neighbour. 

[^Exeunt Dogberry, Verges, and Watch, 
Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. • 
Ant. Farewell, my lords; we look for you to-, 

morrow. 
JD. Pedro. We will not fail. 
Claud. To-night I'll mourn with Hero. 

\_Exeunt Don Pedro and ClaudiO|i.'. 
Leon. Bring you these fellows on ; we'll talk with- 
Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd ' fellow. 

[ExeunU 

Scene ii. 
Leonato's Garden. 

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meetings 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de- 
serve well at my hands, by helping me to the speech 
of Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise " 
•of my beauty ? 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth^ 
thou deservest it. 

Marg. Wellj I will call Beatrice to you. 

[^Exit Margaret. 

Bene. [Singing.] 

The god qflovcy 
That sits above. 
And knows me, and knotvs me. 
How pitiful I deserve, — 

5 Wicked. 
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I.tnean^ in singing; but in loving, •» Leander the 
good swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pan- 
qiffSy and a whole book full of these quondam carpet- 
mongers, whose names yet run smoothly in the even 
road of a blank verse, why» they were never so truly 
turned over and over as my poor self, in love : Marry, 
Ir cannot show it in rhyme ; 1 have tried ; I can find 
out no rhyme to lady but bahy^ an innocent rhyme ; 
for scorriy horn, a hard rhyme ; for school, Jbol, a 
babbling rhyme ; very ominous endings : No, I was 
not born under a rhyming planet, nor I cannot woo 
in festival terms^ 

Enter Beatrice.^ 

• 

Sweet Beatrice, would'st thou come when I called 
thee? ; 

Beat, Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene^ O, .stay biit till then ! 

Beat.. Then, is spoken ; fare you well now :• — and 
yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which 
i^f with knowing what hath passed between you and 
Claudio. 

Bene* Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss 
tbee. 

Beat, Foul word^ are but foul breath, and foul 
breath is noisome ; therefore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene, Thou hast frighted the word out of bis right 
sense, so forcible is thy wit : But, I must tell thee 
plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and either 
I must shortly hear from him, or I will subscribe him 
a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for 
which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love 
with me ? 

Beat. For them altogether ; which maintained so 
politick a state of evil, that they will not admit anv 
good part to intermingle with them. But for whicn 
of my good parts did you &rsl s\iSet \on^ for me ? 
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Bene, ^liffer love ; a good epithet ! I do suffer 
love, indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

Beat* In spite of your heart, I think ; al^s ! poor 

heart 1 If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 

yours ; for I will never love that which my friend 

hates. 

' Bene, Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

^^a^. It appears not in this confession: there's 
not one wise man among twenty that will praise 
himself. 

Bene, An old, ap old instance, Beatrice, that lived 
in the time of good neighbours : if a man do Jiot erect 
m this age his own tomb ere he dies, he shall liv6 no 
longer in monument, than the bell rings, and the 
widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you ? 

Bene. Question? — Why, an hour in clamour, 
and a quarter in rheum : Therefore it is most ex- 
pedient for the wise, (if Don Worm his conscience, 
find no impediment to the contrary,) to be the 
trumpet o^ his own virtues, as I am to myself: So 
much for praising myself, (who, I myselt will bear 
witness, is praise-worthy,) and now tell me, How 
doth your cousin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you. 

Beat* Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mendt there 
will I leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 

Enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle; 
yonder's old coil" at home : it is proved, my lady 
tiero hath been falsely accused, the Prince and 
Claudio mightily abused; and Don John is the 

<5 Stir. 
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X « 

author of all, who is fled and gone : will you come 
presendy? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

Bene* I wiU live in thy heart, be buried in thy 
eyes, and will go with thee to thy uncle's. 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

The Inside of a Church. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants, 
ivith mu^ick and tapers* 

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
Atten. It is, my lord. 
Claud. [^Readsjrom a scroll.^ 

Done to death hy slanderous tongues 

Was the Hero that here lies : 
Deathy in guerdon '■ ofher mron^Sy 

Gives her fame vJiich never dies : . 
So the life, that died tvith shainey 
Lives in death voith glorious fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomby [affixing it. 
Praising her when I am dumb. — 

Now, musick, sound, and sing your solemn hjonn. 

SONG. 

Pardon, Goddess of the nighty 
Those that stew thy virgin knight ; 
For the which, wtth songs ofwoe^ 
Round about her tomb they go. 

7 Reward, 
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Midnight^ assist our moan ; 
Help us to sigh and groan^ 

HeavU^f KeavUy: 
Graves, i/awn, and yield your deady 
Till death be tsttered, 

Heavily^ heavily*. 

Claud. ^tfWy unto thy bones good night ! 

Yearly will I do this rite. 
2). Pedro* Good morrow, masters ; put your 
torches out : 
iWwolves have prey*d ; and look, the gentle day> 
Before the wheels of Phcebus, round about 

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray v 
Thilnks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well, 
Claud, Good morrow, masters ; 'each his several 

way; 
Z). Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other 
weeds ; 
And then to Leonato's we will go. 

Claud, And, Hymen, now with luckier issue 
speed's, 
Than this, for whom we rendered up this woe 1 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE rv. 

A Room in Leonato*s House. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, 
Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent? 
Leon. So are the pnnce and Claudio, who ac>< 
cus*d her. 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
But Margaret was in some fault for this ; 

p 2 
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Although against h^r will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well. 

Bene, And so am I, being else by faith enforc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd : 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me : — You know your office, brother ; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter, 
Apd give her to young Claudio. [^Exeunt Ladies. 

Ant. Which I will do with confirmed countenance. 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

Friar. To do what, signior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them. — 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her ; 'Tis most 
true. 
• JBene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 

Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had from 
me, 
From Claudio, and the prince; But what's your 
will ? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoined 
In the estate of honourable marriage ; — 
In which,' good friar, I shall desire your help. 
' Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 

Here comes the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, tioith Attendants. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 
Leon. Grood morrow, prince: good morrow, 
Claudio ; 
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We here attend you ; are you yet determin'd 
To-day to marry with my bromer's daughter? 

Claud* I'll hold my mmd, were she an Ethiope. 

JLean. Call her forth, brother, here's the iriar 
, ready. [^Exit Antonio. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick : Why, what's 
the matter, 
That you have such a February face, 
So fuU of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull : — . 
Tush, .fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold. 

Re-enter Antonio, ijoith the Ladies masked. 

For this I owe you: here comes other reckon- 

ings. 
Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 

Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why, then she's mine : Sweet, let me see 

your face. 
j^eon. No, that you shall not, till you take her 
hand, 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar ; 
I am your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife : 

[ Unmasking^ 
And when you loved, you were my other husb^a« 
Claud. Another Hero ? 
Hero. Nothing certainer : 

One Hero died defam'd ; but I do Uve, 
And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 
D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 
Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 

lived. 
Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
ril tell you largely of fair Hero's death ; 

p3 
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Mean time, let wonder seem familiar, 
And to the chapel let us presently. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — Which is Beatrice ? 
Beat. I answer to that name ; [ Unmasking,^ 

What is your will ? 
Bene, Do not you love me ? 
Beat. No, no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the princci 
and Claudio, * . 
Have been deceived ; fof they swore you did. 
Beflrf. Do you not love me ? 
Bene. No, no more than reason. 

Beat* Why, then my cousin, Margare^, and 
Ursula, 
Are much deceived ; for they did swear you did. 
Bene. They swore that you were almost sick for 

me. 
Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead 

for me. 
Bene. Tis no such matter : — Then, you do not 

love me ? 
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gen- 
tleman. 
Claud. And I'll be sworn upon't, that he loves 
her ; 
For here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here's another, 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle ! here's our own hands against 
our hearts \ — Come, I will have thee ; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you ; but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great persuasion ; and, parUy to 
save your life ; for I was told you were in a con- 
I jumption. 
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Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. — 

[^Kissing her* 

D. Pedro, How dost thou, Benedick the married 
man? 

Bene, 1*11 tell thee what, prince ; a college pf wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : Dost 
thou think, I care for a satire, or an epigram ? No : 
if a man will be beaten with brains, he shall wear 
nothing handsome about him : In brief, since I do 
propose to marry, I will think nothing to any purpose 
that the world can say against it; and therefore 
never flout at me for what I have said against it ; for 
man is a giddy thing, and this is my conclusion. — • 
For thy part, Claudio, I did think to have beaten 
tiiee ; but in that ' thou art like to be my kinsman^ 
live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Claud, I had well hoped, thou wouldst have denied 
Beatrice, that I mi^ht have cudgelled thee out of 
thy single life, to make thee a double dealer ; which, 
out of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin do not 
look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene, Come, come, we are friends : — let's have 
a dance ere we are married, that we may lightenour 
own hearts and our wives' heels. 

Leon, We'll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene, First, o'my word ; therefore, play, mu- 
sick. — Prince, thou art sad ; get thee a wife, get 
thee a wife : there is no staff more reverend than one 
tipped with hom« 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My lord, your brother John is ta'en in 
flight, 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene, Think not on him till to-morrow ; I'll devise 
thee brave punishments for him. — Strike up, pipers. 

{Dance* 
[Exeunt. 
< Because. 
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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S 
DREAM. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Theseus, Duke of Athens, 
Egeus, Father to Hermia. 

LySANDER, ) • j '^i tt ^ * 

Dembtkios, } "* ^' "''* ^^"'' 
Philostrate, Master of the Revels to Theseus* ' 
Quince, the Carpenter. 
Snug, the Joiner. 
Bottom, the Weaver* 
Flute, the Bellotus-mender, 
Snout, the Tinker, 
Starveling, the Tailor, 

HiPPOLYTA, Queen of the Amazons^ betrothed to 

Theseus. 
Hermia, Daughter to EgeuSf in love ivith Lysander. 
Helena, in love xoith Demetriits. 

Oberon, King of the Fairies, 

TiTANiA, Queen of the Fairies. 

Puck, or Robin-goodfellow, a Fairy. 

Peas-blossom, \ 

Cobweb, I t:« • • 

Moth, \Fatnes. 

Mustard-seed, J 
Pyramus^ ^ 

WdJ. ^* L ^^^^^^^ *^ *^^ Interlude per- 

MpoUine, f formed by the Clmm. 

Lion, j ^ 

Other Fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and Htppolyta. 

ScENE; Athens, and a Wood not far from if. 
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ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

Athens. A Room in the Palace o/* Theseus. ^ 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, and 

Attendants. 

The* Now, fair Hippo^^ta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon : but, oh, methinks; how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 
Like to a step-darae, or a dowager. 
Long withering out a young man's revenue. 

Hip. Four &ys will quickly steep themselves in 
nights ; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, / 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals, 
The pale companion is not for our pomp. — 

{^Exit Philostrate. 
Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword, 
And won thy love, doing thee injuries; ' j 
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But I will wed thee in another key. 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

- f ■ ^ ■ ' ■ ■ 

JEnter Egeus, Hermia, Ltsander, and 

Demetrius. 

Ege. Happy be Theseus, our renowned dukel 

2ne, Thanks, good Egeus : What's the news with 
thee? 

E^e. Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hehnia. — 
Stand /orth, Demetrius; — My noble lord. 
This man hath my consent to marry her : — 
Stand forth, Lysander ; — and, my gracious duke, 
This hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child : 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes. 
And interchanged love -tokens with my child : 
Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung, 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ; 
And stol'n the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gauds, conceits, 
Knacks; trifles, nosegays, sweet-meats ; messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth : 
With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart ; 
Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me. 
To stubborn harshness : •— And, my gracious duke> 
Be it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to marry with Demetrius, 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 
As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 
Which shall be either to this gentleman. 
Or to her death ; according to our law, 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hernia? be advised, foir 
maid: 
To you your father should be as a god;. 
One 'that composed your beauties ; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax, 
Bjr him imprinted; and within his power 
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To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a, worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he is : 

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice. 
The other must be held the worthier. 

Her. I would, my father look'd but with my 
eyes. 

The. Rather your eyes must with his judgement 
V look. 

Her. I do entreat your grace to pardon me. 
I know not by what power I am made bold ; 
Nor how it may concern my modesty, 
In such a presence here, to plead my thoughts : 
But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befal me in this case, 
If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The. Either toidie the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 
Therefore, &ir Hermia, question your desires. 
Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice, 
You can endure the livery of a nun ; 
For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd. 
To live a barren sister all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood, . 
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 
But earthher happy is the rose distill'd. 
Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn. 
Grows, lives, and dies in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

The. Take time to pause : and, by the next new 
moon, ' 
(The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 
For everlasting bond of fellowship,) 
IJ^on that day either prepare to die, 

VOL. II. Q 
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For disobedience to your father's will ; 

gr else, to wed Demetrius, as he woidd : 
r on Diana's altar to protest, 
for aye, austerity and single life. 

Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia;-*- And, Lysander, 
yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Lys* You have her father's love, Demetrius ; 
Iiet me have Hermia's : do you marrv him. 

Ege, Scornful Lysander ! true, he nath my love ; 
And what is mine my love sh^l render him : 
And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys, I am, my lord, as well deriv'd as he. 
As well. possessed ; my love is more than his; 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd, 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius' ; 
And, which is more than all thes«> boasts can be, 
I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia: 
Why should not I then prosecute mynright ? 
Demetrius^ I'll avouch it to his head, 
Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul ; and she sweet lady, dotes. 
Upon this spotted ' and inconstant man. 

The* I must confess, that I have heard so much> 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 
But, being over-full of self-affiurs, 
My mind did lose it. — But, Demetrius, come ; 
And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 
I have some private schooling for you both.— 
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm 3rourself 
To nt your fancies to your jrather's will ; 
Or else the law of Athens 3delds you up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) ' 

To deaths or to a vow of single life. — 
Come, my Hippolyta ; What cheer, my love ? — 
Demetrius, and Egeus, go along : 

" Wicked. 
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I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 
Ege. With duty, and desire we follow you. 

[^Exeunt Thes. Hip. £ge. Dem. and train, 
Lys. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek 
so pale ? 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 

Her. Belike, for want of rain ; which I could well 
Beteem ' them from the tempest of mine eyes. 

Lys, Ah me ! for aught that ever I could tteAy 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 
The course of true love never did run smooth : 
But, either it was different in blood ; 
Or else misgra£Ped, in respect of years ; 
Or else it stood upon the choice of friends : 
Or, if there were a sympathy in choice. 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it ; 
Making it momentany ^ as a sound, 
Swift as a shadow, short as any dream ; 
Brief as the lightning in the collied * night, 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heayen and earth; 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold i 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 
So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Her, If then true lovers have been ever crossed, 
It stands as an edict in destiny : 
Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Because it is a customary cross ; 
As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and sigfaSy 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy's ^ followers. 

Lys, A good persuasion; therefore, hear me, 
Hermia. 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child : 
From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 
And she respects me as her only son. 

^ Give, bestow. ^ Momentary. 4 Black. ^ Love's. 

a 2 ^ 
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There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 
And to that place the sharp Atheman law 
Cannot pursue us : If thou lov'st me then, 
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night ; 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Wherjc I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do observance to a morn of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

Her. My good Lysander ! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow ; 
By his best arrow with the golden head' ; 
By the simplicity of Venus* doves ; 
By that which knitteth souls, and prospers loves; 
And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 
In number more than ever women spoke; — 
In that i^me place thou hast appointed me. 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Lyu Keep promise, love: Look, here comes 
Helena. 

Enter Helena. 

Her, God speed fair Helena ! Whither away ? 
. HeL Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay. 
Demetrius loves your fair : O happy fair ! 
Your eyes are lode-stars *; and your tongue's sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear, 
'JVhen wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching ; O, were favour 'so 1 
Your's would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go ; 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 
My tongue should catch your tongue s sweet melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bate'd. 
The rest I'll give to be to you translated. 
O, teach me how you look ; and with what art 

^ Pole stars. 7 Countenance. 
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You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart. 

Hern I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 

HeL Oy that your frowns would teach my smiles 
such skill ! 

Her, The more I hate, the more he follows me. 

Hd. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 

Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

HeL None, but your beauty ; 'Would that fault 
, were mine ! 

Her, Take comfort ; he no more shall see my face ; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. — 

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 
To-morrow-night when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat'ry glass. 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 
(A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens' gates have we devis'd to steal* 

Her. And in the wood, where oflen you and I 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 
Empt3ring our bosoms of their counsel sweet : 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet ; 
And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes^ 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius : 
Keep word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. 

\^Exit Herm. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia. — Helena, adieu : 
As you on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit Lts. 

Hel. How happy some, o'er other some can be ! 
Through Athens I am thought as fair as she. 
But what of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 
He will not know what all but he do know. 
And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes. 
So I, admiring 'of his qualities. 
Things base and vile, holding no quantity. 
Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Q 3 
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Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ; 

And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind ; 

Nor hath love's mind of any juc^ement taste ; 

Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 

And therefore is love said to be a child, 

Because in choice he is so ofl beguil'd. . 

As waggish boys in game ^ themselves forswear, . 

So the boy love is perjur*d every where : 

For ere Demetrius looked on Hermia's eyne ', 

He haird down oaths, that he was only mine ; 

I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight ; 

Then to the w^ood will he, to-morrow mght. 

Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expence : 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain. 

To have his sight thither, and back again. [£xi^. 



SCENE II. 

The same* A Room in a Cottage, 

Enter Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, QuifiCE, 

and Starveling. 

Q,uin, Is all our company here ? 

Bot. You were best to call them generally, man 
by man, according to the scrip. 

Qjnin, Here is the scroll of every man's name, 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in 
pvir interlude before the duke and duchess, on his 
wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play 
treats on ; then read the names of the actors ; and 
so grow to a point. 

Quin. Marry, our play is— -The most lamentable, 
comedy, and most cruel death of Pyramui and 
Thisby. 

' Sport. 9 Eyes, 
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• Bot. A very good piece of work, I assure you, 
and a merry. — Now, good Peter Quince, call forth 
your actors by the scroll : Masters, spread your- 

selves. 

Quin. Answer, as I call you. — Nick Bottom, th6 

weaver. 

Bot. Ready : Name what part I am for, and pro- 
ceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Py- 

ramus. 

Bot. What is Pyramus : a lover, or a tyrant ? 
Q^^n, A lover, that kills himself most gallantly 

for love. 

Bat* That will ask some tears in the true per- 
forming of it : If I do it, let the "audience look to 
their eyes ; I will move storms, I will condole in 
some measure. To the rest : — Yet my chief hu- 
mour is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, or 
a part to tear a cat in, to make all splits 

" The raging rocks, 

" With shivering shocks, 

<< Shall break the locks 

" Of prison-gates : 
" And Phibbus* car 
" Shall shine from far, 
<^ And make and mar 

" The foolish fates." 

This was lofty ! — Now name the rest of the players. 

This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein ; a lover hf 

mote condoling. 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender- 

Flu, Here, Peter Quince* 

Quin. You must take Thisby on you* 

Flu. What is Thisby ? a wandering knight ? ^ 

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. 

Flu. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman ; I have 

a beard coming* \ 
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Quitt. That's all one ; you shall play it ia^nnaak, 
and you may speak as small as you will. 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby 
too : I'll speak in a monstrous little voice ; — Thisncj 
Thisney — Ah^ Pt/ramus^ my lover dear ; thy Thisby 
dear ! and lady dear ! 

Quin. No, no; you must play Pyramus, and, 
Flute, you Thisby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. 
^ Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor* 

Starv. Here, Peter Quince. 

Q^^n. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby *s 
mother. — Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. 

Q^^n. You, Pyramus's father; myself Thisby's 
father ; — Snug, the joiner, you, the lion's part : — 
and, I hope, here is a play lotted. 

Snug. Have you the lion's part written ? pray you, 
if it be, give it me, for I am slow of ^tudy. 

Quin. You may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. ^ 

Bot. Let me play the Hon too : I will roar, that 
I will do any man's heart good to hear me ; I will 
roar, that I will make the duke say. Let him roar 
again, Let him roar again. 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and the ladies, that tney would 
shriek : and that were enough to hang us all. 

All. That would hang us every mother's son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright 
the ladies out of their wits, they would have no more 
discretion but to hang us : but I will aggravate my 
voice so, that I will roar you as gently as any sucking 
dove ; I will roar you an ' 'twere any nightingale. 

Quin. Yqu can play no part but Pyramus ; for 
Pyramus is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man, as 
one shall see in a summer's day ; a most lovely, 

I As if. 
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gentleman-like man ; therefore you must needs play 
Pyramus. 

Bot. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were 
I best to play it in ? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw- 
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, your pur- 
ple-in-grain beard, or your French-crown-colour 
beard, your perfect yellow, 

Quin, Some of your French crowns have no hair 
at, all, and then you will play bare-faced. -»- But, 
masters, here are your parts : and I am to entreat 
you^ request you, and desire you, to con them by 
to-morrow night ; and meet me in the palace wooo, 
a mile without the town, by moon-light ; there will 
we rehearse : for if we meet in the city, we shall be 
dog'd with company, and onr devices known. In 
the mean time, I will draw a bill of properties % 
such as our play wants. I pray you, fail me not. 

Bot. We will meet ; and there we may rehearse 
courageously. Take pains; be perfect; adieu. 

Quin. At the duke's oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough : Hold, or cut bow-strings. ^ 

[^Exeunt* 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

A Wood near Athens. 
Enter a Fairy at one door^ and Puck ai another. ^ 

Puck. How now, spirit ! virhither wander you ? 
. Fai. Over hill, over dale. 

Thorough bush, thorough briar. 
Over park, over pale, . 
Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

* Articles required in perfonmn^«ii^VK^« ^ K\.^«^^2o^^* 
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1 do wander every where, , 
Swifler than the moones sphere ; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs ♦ upon the green : 

The cow-slips tall her pensioners be jr 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours. 

In those freckles live their savours : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lob * of spirits, I'll be gone ; 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 

Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to- 
night ; 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sight. 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath, 
Because that she, a$ her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stol'n from an Indian king ; 
She never had so sweet a changeling : 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild : 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy, 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her 

joy: 
And now they never meet in grove, or green. 
By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen ^ 
But they do square ' ; that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 

FaL Either I mistake your shape and making 
quite. 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
Caird Robin Good-fellow : are you not he. 
That fright the maidens of the villagery ; 
Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in the quern", 
And bootless make the breathless housewife churn ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm'' ; 

4 Circles. ' ^ jgrm 0f contempt. * Shining. 

' Quarrel. • Mill. » Yeast. 
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Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 
You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 
Are not you he ? 

Puck. Thou speak'st aright ; 

1 am that merry wanderer of the night, 
I jest to Oberon, and make him smile, 
When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,' 
Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 
And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl. 
In very likeness of a roasted crab ' ; 
And, when she drinks, against her lips 1 bob, 
And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 
The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 
Then slip I from her, and down topples she, ^ 
And tauor cries, and falls into a cough ; 
And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe ; 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 
But room. Fairy, here comes Oberon. 

Fai. And here my mistress : — - 'Would that he 
were gone ! 



SCENE II. 

Enter Oberon, at one door, mth his train, and 
Titan I A, at another, toith hers. 

Ohe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania. 

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip hence ; 
I have forsworn his bed and company. * 

Ohe. Tarry, rash wanton : Am not I thy lord ? 

Tita. Then I must be thy lady : But I know 
When thou hast stol'n away from fairy land. 
And in the shape of Corin sat all day. 
Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 

> Wild apple. 
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To amorous Phillida, Why art thou here, 
Come from the farthest steep of India ? 
But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buskin'd mistress, and your warrior love, 
To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe. How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 
Didst thou not lead him through the glinmiering 

night, 
And niake him with fair ^gl^ break his faith, 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 

Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy: 
And never, since the middle summer's spring. 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook. 
Or on the beached margent of the sea, 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind. 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land, 
Have^ every pelting * river made so proud. 
That they have overborne their continents ' : 
The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain. 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard : 
The fbld stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 
The nine men's morris ^ is fiird up with mud ; 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton greeo, 
For lack of tread, are undistinguishable : 
The human mortals want their winter here ; 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

' Petty. ^ Banks which contain them. 

* Holes made for a game played by boys. 
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Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rhetimatick diseases do abound : 

And thorough this distemperature, we see 

The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 

Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

And on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown, 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 

Is, as in mockery, set : The spring, the summer, 

The childing ^ autumn, angry winter, change ' - 

Their wonted liveries ; and the 'mazed world. 

By their increase, now knows not which is which : 

And this same progeny of evils comes 

From our debate, from our dissention ; 

We are their parents and original. 

Obe. Do you amend it then ; it lies in you : 
Why should Titania cross her Qberon ? 
I do but beg a little changeling boy, 
To be my henchman. * 

Tita. Set you heart at rest, 

The fairy land buys not the child of me. 
His mother was a votaress of my order : ^ 
And, in the spiced Indian air, by night. 
Full often hath she gossip'd by my side ; 
And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 
Marking the embarked traders on the flood ; 
But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 
And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 
And, for her sake, I will not part with him. 

Obe. How long within this wood intend you stay? 

Tita, Perchance, till after Theseus* wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our round. 
And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 
If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 
' Obe. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 

Tita, Not for thy kingdom. — Fairies, away : 
We shall chide down-right, if I longer stay. 

[^Exeunt Titania, and her train* 

' Autumn producing flowers unseasonably. ^ Page^. 

VOL, II. 11 
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Obe, Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this 
grove, 
Till I torment thee for this injury. — 
My gentle Puck, come hither : Thou remember*st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 
^That the rude sea grew civil at her song ; 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres. 
To hear the sea-maid's musick. 

Pitch I remember. 

03e. That very time I saw, (but thou could'st not,) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm'd : A certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 
And loos'd his love-shaft smartly from his bow. 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 
But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quenoh'd in the chaste beams of the wat'ry moon ; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet marked I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 
It fell upon a little western flower, — 
Before, milk-white; now purple with love's wound, — 
And maidens call it, love-in-idleness. 
Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show'd thee once: 
The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid, ■ 
Will make or man or woman madlv dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 
Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again. 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I'll put a girdle round about the earth 
In forty minutes. [JSxiV Puck. 

Obe. Having once this juice, 

I'll watch Titania when she is asleep. 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 
The next thing then she waking looks upon, 
(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull,, 
On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,) 
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She shall pursue it with the soul of love. 
And ere I take this charm off from her sight, 

iAs I can take it, with another herb,) 
*11 make her render up her page to me. 
But who comes here ? I am invisible ; 
And I will over-hear their conference. 

Enter Demetrius, Helena foUovcing him. 

Dem. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia ? 
The one IMl slay, the other slayeth me. 
Thou told'st me, they were stol n into this wood, 
And here am I, ana wood within this wood. 
Because I cannot meet with Hermia. 
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel, You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant ; 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steel : Leave you your power to draw, 
And I shall have no power to follow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you ? Do I speak you fair ? 
Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 
Tell you — I do not, nor I cannot love you ? 

Hel, And even for that do I love you the more. 
I am yeur spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you : 
Use me but as your spaniel, spuiii me, strik^ me, 
Neglect me, lose me ; only give me leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 
What worser place can I beg in your love, 
(And yet a place of high respect with me,) 
Than to be used as you use your dog ? 

Dem, Tempt not too much the hatred of my 
spirit ; 
For I am sick, when I do look on thee. 

HeL And I am sick, when I look not on you. * 
Dem, You do impeach ^ your modesty too much, 

7 Bring in question. 
R 2 
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To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not^ 

HeL Your virtue is my privilege for that. 
It is not night, when I do see your face, 
Therefore I think I am not in the night : 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ; 
For you, in my respect, are all the world: 
Then how can it be said, I am alone. 
When all the world is here to look on me ? 

Dem. I'll run &om thee, and hide me in the 
brakes, ^ 

And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

HeL The wildest hath not such a heart as you. 
Run when you will, the story shall be chang'd ; 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 
The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger : Bootless speed ! 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not stay thy questions ; let me go : 
Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

HeL Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field. 
You do me mischief. Fye, Demetrius ! 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 
We cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 
We should be woo'd, and were not made to woo. 
I'll follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 
To die upon * the hand I love so well. 

[^Exeunt Dem. and Hel. 

Obe. Fare thee well, nyinph : ere he do leave this 
grove. 
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy Ipve. — 

Re-enter Puck. 

Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer. 
Puck. Ay, there it is. 

•By. 
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Obe* I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows. 
Where ox-lips ' and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopied with lush * woodbine, 
With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine : 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 
Luird in these flowers with dances and delight ; 
And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 
And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes. 
And make her full of hateful fantasies. 
Take thou some of it, and ^eek through this grove : 
A sweet Athenian lady is in love 
With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 
But do it, when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady : Thou shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 
Effect it with some care ; that he may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love : 
And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 

Puck, Fear not, my. lord, your servant shall do so. 



SCENE III. 



Another part of the Wood. 

Enter Titania, mth her train, 

Tiia, Come, now a roundel % and a fairy song; 
Then, for the third part of a minute, hence ; 
Some, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds ; 
Some, war with rear-mice ^ for their leathern wings, 
To make my small elves coats ; and some, keep back 

9 The greater cowslip. . » Angorouf. 

^ A kind of dance. ^ Bats. 

R 3 ^ 
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Th6 clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our quaint spirits ^ : Sing me now asleep ; 
Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

SONG. 

1 Fai. You spotted snakesy tvith double tongue, 

Thorny hedge-hogs, be not seen ; 
Newts ', and blind-'voorms ^, do no wrong ; 
Come not near our fairy queen : 

Chorus. Philomel, with melody, 

Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 
Lulla, luUa, lullaby ; lulla, luUa, lullaby : 
Never harm, nor spell nor charm. 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
So, good night, with luUaby, 

II. 

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here; 

Hence, you long-legged spinners hence : 
Beetles black, approach not near ; 

Worm, nor snail, do no offence. 

Chorus. Philomel, with melody, Sfc, 

1 Fai. Hence, away ; now all is well : 
One,^ aloof, stand sentinel. . 

^Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleeps. 

Enter Oberon. 

Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake, 
ISgueezes thejlower on Titania*s eye-lids. 
Do it for thy true love take ; 
Love, and languish for his sake : 
Be it ounce % or cat, or bear, ^ 

Pard, or boar with bristled hair, 

4 Sports, 5 Efts. ^ Slow-worm», ^ The small tiger. 
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In thy eye that shall appear 

When thou wak'st, it is thy dear ; 

Wake, when some vile thing is near, ) [JSjriif. 

Enter Lysander and Hermia. 



i 



Lys. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 
wood ; 

And to speak troth, I- have forgot our way; 
We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it so, Lysander : find you out a bed, 
For I upon this bank will rest my head. 
Such separation, as, may well be said. 
Becomes a virtuous baqtielor and a maid : 
So far be distant ; and good night, sweet friend : . 
Thy love ne'er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 

Lys, Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say T; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 
Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Her. With half that wish the wisher's eyes b^ 
press'd ! [ Tke^ sleep* 

Enter Puck. 

PucL Through the forest have I gone. 
But Athenian found I none, 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower's force in stirring love. 
Night and silence ! who is here ? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear; 
This is he, my master said, 
Despised the Athenian maid ; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound. 
On the dank and dirty ground. 
Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack -love, kill-courtesy. 
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Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

All the power this charm doth owe " : 

When thou wak'st, let love forbid 

Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake, when I am gone ; 

For I must now to Oberon. [^Exit. 

Enter Demetrius and Helena^ running. 

HeL Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius. 

Dem. I cnarge Uiee, hence, and do not haunt me 
thus. / 

HeL O, wilt, thou darkling ^ leave me ? do not so. 

Dem, Stay, on thy peril ; 1 alone will go. 

[^Exit Demetrius. 

HeL O, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 
The more my prayer, the lesser is mv grace. 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoever she lies ; 
For she hath blessed and attractive' eyes. 
How came her eyes.so bright ? Not with salt tears : 
If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd thwi hers. 
No, no, I am as ugly as a beai* ; 
For beasts that meet me, run away for fear : 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius , 

Do, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne ? --> 
But who is here ? ->*- Lysander ! on the ground ! 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound : — <- 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Li/s. And run through fire I will, for thy sweet 
sake. [ Waking. 

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art. 
That through thy bosomvmakes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a yord 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ! 

HeL Do not ^ay so, Lysander ; say not so : 

8 Possess. 9 In the dark. 
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What though he love your Hermid ? O, what 

though ? 
Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

Lys* Content with Hermia ? No : I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 
Who will not change a raven for ia dove ? 
The will of man is by his reason sway'd ;* 
And reason says you are the worthier maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their season : 
So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 
And touching now the point of human skill, 
Reason becomes the marshal to my will. 
And leads me to your eyes ; where I overlook 
Love's stories written in love's richest book. 

HeL Wherefore was I ta this keen mockery born? 
When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn ? 

Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can, 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye, 

But you must flout my insufficiency ? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do, 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refus'd, 

Should, of another, therefore be abusM ! {ExiL 
Lys. She sees not Hermia : — Hermia, sleep thou 
there; 

And never may'st thou come Lysander near ! 

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 

Or, as the heresies, that men do leave. 

Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy, 

Of all be hated ; but the most of me ! 

And all my powers, address your love and might;' 

To honour Helen, and to be her knight ! \_ExiU 
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Her. [^Stariing.^ Help me, Lysander, help me! 
do thy best, 
To pluck this scrawling serpent from my breast ! 
Ah me, for pity 1 — what a dream was nere ? 
Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear : 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away. 
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey : — 
Lysander! what, remov*d? Lysander T lord ! 
What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ? 
Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 
Speak, of all loves ' ; I swoon almost with fear, 
^o ? — then I well perceive you are not nigh : 
Either death, or you, I'll find immediately. ^Exit. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

The same. The Queen of Fairies lying asleep* 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, 

and Starveling. 

Bot. Are we all met ? 

Quin. Fat, pat ; and here's a marvellous conve- 
nient place for our rehearsal : This green plot shall 
be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tyrmg^house ; 
and we will do it in action, as we will do it before 
the duke. 

Bot. Feter Quince, — 

Qjuin. What say'st thou, bully Bottom ? 

BoU Tliere are things in this comedy of Pyramus 
and Thisbey that will never please. First, Fyramus 

I By all that is dear. 
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must draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladien 
cannot abide. How'answer you that? 
Snout. By'rlakin^ a parlous fear. 
Star. I believe, we must leave the killing out, 
when all is done. 

Bot. Not a whit ; I have a device to make aU 
well. Write me a prologue : and let the. prologue 
seem to say, we will do no harm with our swords ; 
and that Fyramus is not killed indeed : and, for the 
more better assurance, tell them, that I FyramuM 
am not Fyramus, but Bottom the weaver: This 
will put them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, we will have such a prologue ; and 
it shall be written in eight and six. — 

Bot, No, make it two more ; let it be written itk 
eight and eight. 

Snout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ? 
Star. I fear it, I promise you. 
Bot. Masters, you ought to consider with your- 
selves : to bring m a lion among ladies, is a most 
dreadful thing ; for there is not a more fearful wild* 
fowl than your lion, living ; and we ought to look 
to it. 

Snout. Therefore, another prologue must tell, he 
is not a lion. 

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half his 
face must be seen through the lion's neck ; and he 
himself must speak through, saying thus, or to the 
s^une defect, — Ladies, or fair ladies, I would wfsh 
you, or, I would request you, or, I would entreat 
you, not to fear, not to tremble : my life for yours. 
If you think I come hither as a lion, it were pity 
of my life : No, I am no such thing ; I am a man as 
other men are : — and there, indeed, let him name 
his name; and tell them plainly, he is Snug the 
joiner. 

Quin. Well, it shall l)e so. But there is two hai:d 

a By our lad) kin. 
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things ;• that is, tp bring tlie moon-light into a cham- 
Iber 2 for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by 
moon-light. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine, that night we pl^y 
bur play ? 

; Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the alma- 
jiack ; find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine. 

Quiju Yes, it doth shine that night. 
. Bot* Why, then you may leave a casement of the 
great chamber window, where we play, open ; and 
the moon may shine in at the casement. 

Quin, Ay ; or else one must come in with a bush 
of thorns and a lanthorn, and say, he comes to dis- 
figure, or to present, the person of moon-shine. 
Then, there is another thing : we must have a wall 
in the great chamber ; for Pyramus and Thisby, says 
•the story, did talk through the chinks of a wall. 

Snug, You never can bring in a wall. — Whataay 
,you, Bottom? 

Bot. Some man or other must present wall :- and 
Jet him have some plaster, or some lome, or some 
rough-cast about him, to signify wall ; or let him 
hold his fingers thus, and through that cranny shaU 
Pyramus and Thisby whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit 
ilown, every mother's son, and- rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken your 
speech, enter into that brake ^ and so every one ac- 
cording to his cue. 

Enter Puck behind. 

Puck, What hempen home-spuns have we swag- 
gering here. 
So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 
Wliat, a play toward ? 1*11 be an auditor j 
An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

^ Thicket. 
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Quin. Speak, Pyramus : — Thisby, stand forth. 

Pyr. Thisby, the^flovaers of odious savours stveef, — 

Quin* Odours, odours. 

Pyr. — odours savours sweet : 

So doth thy breathy my dearest Thisby dear. — 
Bui^ hark, a voice ! stay thou but here a while, 

And by and by I tvill to thee appear, [^Exit^ 

Puck, A stranger Pyramus than e'er play*d hiere ! 

[^ Aside. — Exit, 

This, Must I speak now ? 

Quin, Ay, marry, must you : for you must under- 
standf he goes but to see a noise that he heard, and 
is to come agcrin. 

This. Most radiant Pyramus, mostliliy^Uihiteofhuef 

Of colour, like the red rose on triumphant brier, 
Most brisky Juvenal^, and eke most lovely Jew, 
. As true as truest horse, that^yet ivoula never tire, 
TU meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny s tomb, 

Quin, Ninus* tomb, man : Why you must not 
speak that yet ; that you ansiyer to Pyramus : you 
ispeak all your part at once, cues' and all. — Pyramus 
enter ; your cue is past ; it is, never tire. 

Re-enter Puck, and Bottom toith an Ass's head. 

This, O, — As true as truest horse, that yet 'would 

never tire, 
Pyr. If I 'werejair, Thisby, I were only thine : — 
Quin, O monstrous ! O strange ! we are haunted. 
Pray, masters ! fly, majsters ! help ! .• 

{^Exeunt Clowns. 
Puck, 1*11 follow you, I'll lead you about a round, 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, 
through brier ; 

4 Young man. 

^ The last words of the preceding sptecch, which serve 
as a hint to him who is to speak next. 
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Sometime a liorae I'll be, sometime a hoiindy 
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 
And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and bum, 
Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at erery turn. 

BoU Why do they run away? this is a knavery 
of themi to make me afeard. 

Re-enter Snout. 

Snouts O Bottom, thou art changed ! wbajK do I 
see on thee ? . [£sd^ 

Bo^. What do you see ? you se^ an ass's head of 
your own ; Do you ? 

Reenter Quince. 

Cbiin. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee ! thou art 
translated. [^Exit. 

Bcft. I see their knavery : this is to make an ass 
of me ; to fright me, if they could. But I will not 
stir from this place, do what they can : I vnll walk 
up and down here, and I will sing, that they shall 
hear I am not afraid. [^Sings. 

The ousel-cock, so Uaci of hue. 

With orange^axoney buly 
The throstle with his note so true, 

The toren toith little quiU; 

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flowery bed? 

[ Waking* 

3ot. The finch, the sparrow, and the lark. 
The ptatn-^ong cuckoo gray. 
Whose notefidl many a man doth mark. 
And d^res not answer, nay ; — 

for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish a 
bird ? who would give a bird the lie, though he cry, 
cuckooi ncTcr so ? 
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Tita. I pray thee, gentle mortal^ sing again : 
Mine ear is much oaamour'd of thy note^ 
So IB mine eye enthralled to thy shape ; 
And thy fair virtue's force perrorce dodi move me^; 
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love thee. 

Bot* Methinks, mistress, you should have Iktle 
reason for that : And yet, to say^e truth, reason 
and love keep little company together now-a-days : 
The more the pity, that some honest neighbours 
will not make them friends.. ^^y> ^ ^^^^ gleek * upon 
occasion. ^ ' 

'• '.'ill 

Tita^ Thou art as wise as thou art beauufuL; 

Bca. Not so, neither : l)ut If I had wit enough to 
get out of this wood, 1 have enough to serve mind 
own turn. 

Tita» Out of this wood do hoi desire to go; 
Thou shalt remain hpre, whether th^u^wilt ornok 
I am a spirit, of no common rate; ' .^ , , : :. 
The summer still doth tend upon^jir s^gtie, 
And I do love thee : therefore, gq yiith, mO ; 
ril give thee fairies to attend on ihj^.; . :\< 
And they shall fetch thee jew|»ls £f^ th^ deep ; 
And sing, while thou on pressed ftoweradc^st sleep i 
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so, 
That thou shalt like an airy Itpirit gOmf^^ 
Peas-blossom ! Cobweb ! J^oUi ! and. Mustard-seed 1 



Enter Jour Fauies* 

1 FaL Ready. 

2Fau And I. 

SFai. AndL 

4t Fau Where shall we go ^ 

Tita. Be kind and courteous to this gendeman i 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 
Feed him With ftpricocKs and dewberries % 

^ Joke. 7 Gooseberries^ 

S 2 
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With purple grapes, gre^n figs, and mulberries ; 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees, 
And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fiery glow-woTrm*s eyes, 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes : 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 Fai. Hail, mortal! 

2 F^ai. Hail ! 

3 Fai. Hail ! 

4 Fai. Hail! 

Bot. I cry your worships mercy, heartily. — I 
beseech, your worship's name ? 

Cob, Cobweb. 

BoU I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good 
master Cobweb : If I cut my finger^ I shall make 
bold with you. — Your name, honest gentleman ? 

Peas. Peas-blossom. 

Bot. : I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash, 
your mother, and to master Peascod, your rather. 
Good master Peas-blosspm^ I shall desire you of 
more acquaintance too. — Your name, I beseech 
you, sir? 

Mus. Mustard-seed. 

Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know your 

Eatience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox- 
eef hath devoured many a gentleman of your house: 
I promise, you, your kindred hath made my eyes 
water ere now. I desire you more acquaintance, 
good master Mustard-seed; 

Tita. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my bower. 
The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye ; 
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, 
Lamenting some enfprced chastity. 
Tie up my love's ton^e, bring bim silently. 

[^Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

Another pari of the Wood. 

Enter Oberon. 

Ohe* I wonder, if Titania be awak*d ; 
Tlien, what it was that next came in her eye. 
Which she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck. 

Here comes my messenger. — How now, mad spirit? 
What night-ruie now about this haunted grove ?' 

Puck* My mistress with a n|onster is in love. 
Near to her close and consecrated bower, 
While she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 
A crew of patches % rude mechanicals, 
That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 
Were met together to rehearse a play, 
Intended for great Theseus* nuptial day. 
The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 
Who Pyramus presented, in their sport 
Forsook his scene, and enter'd in a brake : 
When I did him at this advantage take, 
An ass's nowl I fixed on his h^ad ; 
Anon, his Thisbe must be answered, 
And forth my mimick comes : When they him spy, 
As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye. 
Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort, 
Rising and cawing at the gun's report 
Sever themselves, and maolv sweep the sky ; 
So, at his sight, awav his feuows fly : 
And, at our stamp^ nere o'er and o'eir one falls ; 
He murder cries, and help from Athens calls. 

s Simple fellows. 
8 3 
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Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears, thus 

strong, 
Made senseless things begin to do them wrong : 
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch ; 
Some, sleevefe ; some, hats : from yielders all things 

catch. 
I led them on in this distracted fear. 
And left sweet Pyramus translated there : - 
When in that moment (so it came to pass,) 
Titania wak'd, and straightway lov'd an ass. 

Obe* This fails out better than I could devise. 
But has* thou yet latch*d ' the Athenian's eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

Puck* I took him sleeping, — that is finish*d 

too, — 
And the Athenian woman by his side ; 
That, when he wak'd, of force she must be ey'd. 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

Ohe. Stand close ; this is the same Athenian. 

Puck. This is the woman, but not this the man. 

Dem. O, why rebuke you him that loves you so ? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but chide, but I should use thee 
worse ; 
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 
If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, 
Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep> 
And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day, 
As he to me : Would he have stoVn away 
From sleeping Hermia? I'll believe as soon, 
This whole earth may be bor'd ; and that the moon 
May through the centre, creep, and so. displease 
Her brother's noon-tide with the Antipodes. 

9 Infected. 



SCENE II.] DREAM. '■ 191 

It cannot be, but thou hast murder'd him ; 
So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grimr 

Dem. So should the murder'd look ; and so should I^ 
Pierc'd through the heart with your stem cruelty 2 
Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, \ 
4.S yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her, What's this to my Lysander ? where is he? 
Ah, good Demetrius, will thou give him me ? 

JDem, I had rather give his carcase to my hounds. 

Her. Out, dog ! out, cur ! thou driv'st me past 
the bounds 
Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him then ^ 
Henceforth be never number'd among men ! • . '- 
O ! once tell true, tell true, even for my sake ; 
Durst thou have look'd upon him, being awake. 
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping ? O brave t6uch ! 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much ? 
An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. . 

Dem, You spend your passion on a mispris'd ' 
mood: 
I am not guilty of Lysander's blood ; 
Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Her, I pray th^e, tell me then, that he is well. 

Dem, And if I could, what should I get there- 
fote? 

Her. A privilege, never to see me more. — 
And from thy hated presence part I so : 
See me no more, whether he be dead or no. [^Exit. 

Dem, There is no following her in this fierce vein : 
Here, therefore, for a while I will remain.' 
So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
Which now, in some slight measure it will pay, 
If for his tender here I make some stay. [^Ltes d(ywn. 

Ohe. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken 
quite. 
And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight : 

• • 
' Mistaken. 
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Of thy misprison must perforce ensue 
Some true-love tum*d, and not a fisdse tum'd true» 
Puck* Then fate o'er-rules ; that, one man holding 
troth, 
A million fail, confoimding oath on oath. 

Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind. 
And Helena of Athens look thou find : 
All fancj-sick ' she is, and pale of cheer ^ 
Wi^ sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear.: 
By some illusion see thou bring her here ; 
I'll charm his eyes, against she do appear. 

Pudc. I go, I go ; look how I go ; 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. {^Exit. 
Obe. Flower of this purple die, 
Hit with Cupid's archery, 
Sink in apple of his eve ! 
When his love he dotn espy, 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of die skv. — 
When thou wak'st, if she be by, > 
Beg of her for remedy. 

Reenter Puck* 

Puek* Captain of our fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand ; 
And the youth, mistook by me, 
Pleading for a lover's fee ; 
Shall we their fond pageant see ? 
O, what fools these mortals be ! 

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they make, 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

Puck. Then will two at once, woo one ; 
That must needs be sport alone ; 
And those things do best please me, 
That befal preposterously. 

* Love-sick. ^ Countenance. 
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Enter Lysander and Helena. 

Li/s. Why should you think, that I should woo in 
scorn ? 

Scorn and derision never come in tears : 
Look) when I vow, I weep ; and vows so bom. 

In their nativity all truth appears. 
How can these things in me seem scorn to you> 
Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true ? 

HeL You do advance your cunning more and 
more. 

When truth kills truth, O matchless holy fray I 
These vows are Hermia's : AYill you give her o'er ? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing Weigh: 
Your vows, to her and me, put in two scales, . 
Will even weigh ; and both as light as tales. 

Li/s, I had no judgment, when to her I swore. * 

HeL Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er. 

Lt/s. Demetrius loves her, and he Toves not you. 

Dem. lAxvaking,'] O Helen^ goddess, nymph, per- 
fect, divine ! 
To what, my love, shall I compare thine e}'ne ? 
Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
Thy lips, those kissing cherries, teinpting grow 
That pure congealed white, high. Taurus', «noWy 
Fann*d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow. 
When thou hold'st up thy hand^ 'O let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, tbiS; seal of blias ! 
. HeL O cruel spite ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me, for your merriment. 
If you were civil, and knew courtesy, 
You would not do me thuamucb injury. 
Can you not hate me, as I know you do. 
But you must join, in souls S to mock me too? 
If you were men, as men you are in show, 
You would not use a gentle lady so ; . - 

4 "Heartily. , . 
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To vowy and swear, and superpraise my parts. 

When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are rivaJs, and love JEIermia ; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprize. 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes. 

With your derision ! none, of noble sort, 

Would so offend a virgin ; and extort 

A poor soul*s patience, all to make you sport. 

L^s* Tou are unkind, Demetrius : be not so ; 
For you love Hermia ; this, you know, I know : 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart. 
In Hermia's love I yield you up my part ; 
And yours of Helena to^ me bequeath, 
Whom I do love, and will do to my .death. 

Hel. Never did mockers waste more idle breath. 

Dent, Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I wiH none ; 
}f e*er I lov'd her, all that love is ^one. 
My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojourned ; 
And now to Helen is it home retum'd, . 
There to remain. 

Lt/s. Helen, it is not so. 

Dent. Disparage not the faith thou dost not know. 
Lest, to thy penl, thou aby it dear. * — 
Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear. ^ 

Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark night, that ifrom the eye liis functioti 
takes. 
The ear more quick of itoprehension makes ; 
Wherein it dotn impair tne seeing sense, 
It pays the bearing double recompense : — 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly cUdst thou leave me so ? 

Zy^fc Why should he stay, whom love doth press 
to go? 

5 Pay dearly for it. 
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Her. What love could press Lysander from my 
side ? 

L^s. Lysander's love, that would not let him bide. 
Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes ^ and eyes of lieht* 
Why seek'st thou me ? could not this make thee 

know, 
The hate I bare thee made me leave thee so ? 

Her. You speak not as you think ; it caimot be. 

Hel. Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 
Now I perceive they have conjoined, all three, 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 
Injurious Hermia ! nuMt ungrateful maid ! 
Have you conspir'd, have you with these contrhr'd 
To bait me with this foul derision ? 
Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd^ 
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent^ 
When we have chid the hasty*footed time 
For parting us, — O, and is all forgot ? 
All schooldays* friendship, childhood iimocence? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial ' gods^ 
Have with our i^eelds ' created both one flower, . 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 
Both warbling or one song, both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and minds, 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together, 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 
But yet a union in partition, 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 
So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 
Two of the first, like eoats in heraldry. 
Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 
And will you rent our ancient love asunder, 
To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly : 

^ Circles. 7 In^enioDs. • Needle*. 
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Our sex, as well ^ I, ma^ chide you for it ; 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Her. I am amazed at ypur passionate words : 
I scorn you not ; it seems that you scorn me. 

HeL Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 
^To follow me, and. praise ^my eyes and face? 
And made your other love, Demetrius, 
(Who' even but now did spurn me with his foot,) 
To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, 
Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 
And tender me, forsooth, affection ; 
But by your setting on, by your consent? 
What though I be not so in grace as you, ' 
So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 
But miserable most, to love unlov'd ? 
This you sho\ild pity, rather than despise. 

Her. I understand not what you mean by this. 
' HeL Ay, do, persevere, counterfeit sad fooks, 
Make mows ' upon me when I turn my back ; 
Wink at each other ; hold the sweet jest up : 
This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners. 
You would not make me spch an argument* 
But, fare ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault; 
Whiofai death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 

Lvs. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse ; 
My love, ^my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 

Hel. O excellent! 

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

Dem. If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

Li/s. Thou canst compel no more than she en- 
treat; 
Thy threats have no more strength, than her weak 
prayers. — 

9 Wry faces. 
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Helen, I love thee ; by my life, I do ; 
I swear by that which I will lose for thee, 
To prove him false, that sa3nB I love thee not. 

Dent. I say, I love thee more than he can do. 

Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too.. 
I J)em. Quick, come, — 

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this? 

Ly9. Away, you Ethiop ! 

Dent. No, no, sir : — he will 

Seem to break loose ; take on, as you would follow*; 
But yet come not : You are a tame man, go ? 

Lys. Hang off, thou cat, thou burr : vile thing let 
loose; 
Or I will shake thee from me, like a serpent. 

Her, Why are you grown so rude ? what change 
is this. 
Sweet love ? 

Lys. Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, out! 

HeTp Do you not jest ? 

Hel, Yes, 'sootih ; and so do you* 

Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 
. I>em. I would, I had your bond ; for, I percdve, 
A weak bond holds you ; I'll not trust your word. 

Lys. What should I hurt' her, strike her, Jdll her 
dead ? 
Although I hate her, 1*11 not harm her so. 

Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than 
hate? 
H^te me ! wherefore ? O me ! what news, my love? 
Am npt I Hermia ? Are not you Lysander ? 
j am as fair now, as I was erewhile. 
Since night, you lov*d me ; yet, since night you left 

me: 
*^^y, then you left me, — O, the gods forbid ! — 
In earnest, shall I say ? 

Lys. Ay, by my life; 

And never did desire to see thee more. 
Therefore, be out of hope, of question, doubt, 

VOL. ii. T 
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Be certain, nothing truer ; 'tu no jest. 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. O me ! you juggler ! you canker-hlossom ! ' 
You thief of love ! what, have you come by nighty 
And ttoFn my love's heart from him ? 

Hel. Fine, Tftith ! 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 
No touch of bashfulness ? What, will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ? 
Fie, fie ! you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 

Her. Puppet ! why so ? A^, that way goes the 
game* 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare' 
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her height ; 
And with her personage, her tall personage, 
Her height, forsooth, she hath preva3*d with him.— • 
And are you grown so high in his esteem. 
Because 1 am so dwarfish, and so low ? 
How low am I, thou painted iha3rp<de ? speak ; 
How low am I ? I am not yet so low. 
But that my nails can readh unto thine eyes. 

Hd. I pray you, though you mock me, gentile* 
men, 
Let her not hurt me : I was never curst ' ; 
I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 
I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 
Let her not strike me : You, perhaps, may think, 
Because she's something lower than myself, 
That I can match her. 

Her. Lower ! hark, again. 

Hel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wroi^'d you ; 
Save, that, in love imto Demetrius, 
I told him of your stealth unto this wood : 
He followed you ; for love, I follow'd him. 

* A worm that preys on buds of fiowen^ 
* Shrewish or mischievous. 
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But he hath chid me hence ; and threaten'd me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay^ to kill me too : 
And now, so jou will let me quiet go. 
To Athens will I bear my foUy back, 
And follow you no further : Let me go : 
You see how simple and how fond ^ I am. 

Her. Why, get you gone : Who is't that hinders 
you ? 

Hd. A foolish heart, thfit I leave here behind* 

Her. What, with Lysander ? 

Hd. With DemetrioB. 

Lys. Be not afraid: she shall not harm thee, 
Helena* 

Dem. No, sir ; she shall not, though you take her 
part. 

Heh O, when sheV angry, she is keen md 
shrewd: : r'-., 
She was a vixen, when she went to school ; 
And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. Little again? nothing but low andlittlc?«« 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ? 
Let me come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarfs 

You minimus, of hind'ring knot-grass^ made; 
You bead, you acorn* 

Dem. You are too officious, 

In her behalf that scorns yout services. 
Let her alone ; speak not of Helena ; 
Take not her part: for if thou dost intend' 
Never so little show of love to her, 
Thou shalt aby it* 

Ly$. Now she holds me not ; 

Now follow, if thou dar*st, to try whose right, 
Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

'Foolish. 

4 Anciently knot-grass was believed to prevent the growtli 
of children. 5 Pretend. 
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Dem, Follow ? nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by 
jole. \_Exeunt hns. and Dem. 

Her. You, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you : 
Nay, go not back. 

HeL I will not trust you, I ; 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your hands, tKan mine, are quicker for a fray ; • 
My legs are longer though, to run away. [_ExU» 

Her* I am amaz'd, and know not what to say. 

\_Exity pursuing Helena* 

Obe, This is thy negligence : still thou mistak*«t» 
Or else commit'st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Did not you tell me, 1 should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 
And so far blameless proves my enterprize, 
That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes : 
And so &r am I dad it so did sort^i 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. ' 
- O^. Thou seest, these levers seek a place to 

fight: 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night; 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acher6n ; 
And lead these testy rivals so astray. 
As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Lysander soihetimie frame thy tongue, 
Then stir Demetrius up' with bitter wrong; 
And sometime rail thou like iDemetrius ; 
And from each other look thou lead them thus. 
Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wing& doth creep i 
Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye ; 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property. 
To take from thence all error, with hia mi[^ht. 
And make his eye -balls roll with wonted MghU - 
When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem adream, and fruitless vision ; . 
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And back to Athens shall the lovers wend^ 
With league, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles I in this afiair do thee employy 
I'll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy ; 
And then I wil) her charmed eye release 
From monster's view, and all things shall be peace* 
Puck, My fairy lord, this must be done with 
haste; 
For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger ; 
At whose i^proach, ghosts, wandering here and 

there. 
Troop home to church-yards : and the spirits all^ 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial. 
Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 
For fear lest day shoula look their shames upon» 
They wilfully themselves exile from light, 
And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night* 

Obe. But we are ^irits of another sort : 
I with the Morning's Love ^ have oft made sport ; 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 
Even till the eastern gate, all fiery red. 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no del^ : 
We may effect this business yet ere day. [^Exit Ob# 
Puck. Up and down, up and down ; 

I will lead them up and down t 

I am fear'd in field and town ; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 
Here comes one. 

£nier Lysandbh* 

L^s. Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak 

thou now. 
Puck. If ere, villain ; drawn and ready. Where art 

ihou? 

* Go. .7 Cephalufl, the paramour of Aurora. 

T S 
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Lys* I will be with thee straight, ' 
Fuch. Follow me then 

To plainer ground. 

^Emt Lits ANDER asJbU&f»ing the voice* 

£n^er Demetrius. . 

Dem. Lysander ! speak agam. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art' thou fled ? 
Speak. In some bush ? Where dost thou hide thy. 
head? 
Puck. Thou coward, krt thpu bragging to the 
stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars. 
And wilt not come ? Come, recreant ; come, thou 

child ; 

I'll whip thee with a rod : He is. defil'd, 

' '^hsX draws a sword on thee. . . . 

Dem. Yea; art thou there? 

Ptick. Follow my voice; we'll try no manhood 

here. [ExeunU 

Re-enter ItYSASHun, 

Li/s* He goes before me, and still dares me on ; 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone. - 
^he villain is much lighter heel'd than I: \ 
I followed fast, but faster he did fly ; 
That fallen am I in dark uneven way. 
And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day ! 

[^Lies dowttm 
For if but once thou show me thy gray light, 
I'U.find Demetrius, and revenge tnis spite. [ Sleeps. 

Re-enter Puck and Demetrius. 

* ' • * 

Puck. Ho, ho ! ho, ho ! Coward, why com'st thou 

not? 
JDem. Abide me, if thou dai^st ;:for well I wot. 
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Thou runn'st before me, shifting ev'ry place ; 
And dar'st not stand, nor look me in the face. 
Where art thou ? 

PtLcJc, Ceme hither ; I am here. 

' Dem. Nay, then thou mock'st me. Thou shalt 

buy this dear» 
If ever I thy face by day-light see : 
Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
To measure out my length on this cold bed. — 
By day's approach look to be visited. 

[Lies dotvn and sleeps. 



: Enter Helena. 

' HeL weary night, O long and tedious night^ ' 
• Abate thy hours : shine, comforts, from the east ; 
That I may back to Athens, by day-light, 

From these that my poor company detest :— 
And, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye^ 
Steal me awhile from mine own. company. 

[Sleeps. 
Puck. .Yet but three ? Come one more, 
Two of both kinds make up four. 
Here she comes,, curst and sad : — 
Cupid is a knavish lad, 
Thus to make ppor females mad. - 

Enter Hermia. 

. Her. Never so weary, never so in woe, , , , 

-^ Bedabbled with the dew, and torn witli briers; 
I can no further crawl, no further go ; \ 

• My legs can keep no pace with my desires. " 
Here will I rest me, till the break of day. 
Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray ! * 

[^Lies doion* 
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PucL On the ground 
Sleep lound : 
1*11 apply 
To your eye, 
Gentle lover, remedy. 

{^Squeezing the juice onhYU AVDEA*n eg^e. 
Whea tnou wak'st. 
Thou tak'st 
True delight 
. In the sight 
Of thy former lady's eye : 
And Uie country proverb known, 
That every man should take his own^ 
In your waking shall be shown : 
Jack shall have Jin ; 
Nought shall go ill ; 
The man shall have his mare «gain»*and all shall be 
well. [^Exii Pugk.-^1)bm« Hxl. S^ sleep. 



ACT tHE FOURTH. 

isCEKS I. 

The eame. 

Enter Titakia and BorfTdM, Fairies attending j 

Oberon behind unseen. 

Titm. Come, nt thee down upon this flowery bed. 
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy \ 
And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head. 
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 

Bo/. Where's Peas*blossomP 

Peas. Eeady. 

* Stroke. 
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Bot. Scratch my head, Peas-blossohi. — Where's 
monsieur Cobweb ? 

Cob. Ready. 

Bot, Monsieur Cobweb ; good monsieur, get your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped 
humble-bee on the top of a thistle ; andj good mon- 
sieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself 
too much in the action, monsieur ; and, good mon- 
sieur, have a care the honey-bag break not : I would 
be loath to have you overflown with a honey-bag» 
signior. —r Where's monsieur Miistard-seed ? 

Must. Ready. 

Bot. Give me your nelf ', monsieur Mustard-seed« 
Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 

Must. What's your will ? 

Bot. Nothing, good monsieur, but to help cavalero 
Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber's, monsieur; 
for, methinks, I am marvellous kaiiy about the &ce : 
and I am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle 
me, I must scratch. 

Titai What, wilt thou hear some musick, my 
sweet love ? 

Bot. I have a reasonable good ear in musick: 
let us have the tongs and thq bones. 

Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thou desir'st to eat* 

Bot. Truly, a peck o£ provender ; I could munch 
your good dry oats. Methinks, I have a great desire 
to a bottle of hay ; good hay, sweet hay, hath no 
fellow. 

Tita. I have ja venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch the new nuts. 

Bot. I had rather have a haqdful, or two, of dried 
peas. But, I pray you, let none of your people stir 
me : I have an exposition of sleep come upon me. 
' Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 
Fairies, be gone, and be all ways away. 

lExeutU Fairies^ 
So doth the woodbine, the sweet honeysuckle^ 

a V 

9 Ftft. 
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QeDtly entwist, — the. female ivy so 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm* 
O, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 

Obsron advances. Enter Puck. 

Obe. Welcome, good Robin, See'st thou this 
sweet sight ? 
Her dotaffe now I do begin to pity* 
For meeting her of late, behind me wood. 
Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her : 
For she his hairy temples then had rouiided 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flerwers; 
And that same dew, which sometime on the bud» 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearls, 
Stood now withm the pretty flowrets* eyes, 
Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 
When I had, at my pleasure, taunted her, 
And she, in mild terms, begged my patience, 
I then did ask of her her changeling child ; 
Which strait she gave ipcie, and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 
And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes. 
And, gentle PucK,. take this transKutned scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain ; 
That he awaking when the others do. 
May all to Athens back again repair ; 
And think no more of this night*s accidents. 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But first I will release the fairy queen. 

Be, ^ thou wast wont to be ; 

[ Touching her eyes ^Uh an herb. 

See, as thou wast wont to see ; 

Dian's bud o*er Cupid's flower 

Hath such force and blessed power. 
Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen. 



Scene i.] DRfiiAit* 207 

« 

Tita. My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 
Methought, I was enamour'd of an ass. 
Obe, There lies your love. 
Tita. How came these things to pass ? 

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now ! 

Obe. Silence, a while. — Robin, takeoff this head.— - 
Titania, musick call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 
Tita. Musick, ho! musick, such as charmeth sleep. 
Puck. Now, when thou wak'st, with thine own 

fooPs eyes peep. 
Obe, Sound, ibusick. [^ Still musick.2 Come, my 
queen, take hands with me. 
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers he* 
Kbw thou and I are new in amity ; 
And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly^ 
Dance in duke Theseus' house triumphantly, 
And bless it to all fair posterity : 
There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Puck. Fairy kin^, attend and mark ; 
I do hevr the mormng lark. 

Obe. Then, my (jueen, in silence sad. 
Trip we after the night's shade : 
We the slobe can compass soon, 
Swifter uian the wandering moon* 

Tita. Come, my lord ; and in our flight, 
Tell me how it came this night. 
That I sleeping here was found. 
With these mortals, on the ground. ^Exeuni. 

[j9omi sound toMin. 

Dw^er Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and train. 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester; — 
For now our observation is performed : 
And since we have the vaward ' of the day, 

> Forepart. 
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My love shall hear the musick of my hounds. — 
Uncouple in the western valley ; go: 
Despatch, I say, and find the forester. — 
We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top. 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip* I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once. 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
.With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear ' 
3uch eallant chiding ; for, besides the groves. 
The skies, the fountains, every region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical ^ discord, such sweet thunder. 

J'he. My iiounds are bred out of the Spartan kind. 
So flew'd % so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook;knee'd, and dfew-lap'd like Thessalian bulls j 
Slow in pursuit, but matched in mouth like bells, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 
Judge, when you hear. — « But, soft ; what nymphs 
are these ? 

£g-e. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep ; 
Anathis, Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 
This Helena, old Nedar's Helena: 
I wonder of their being -here together. 

The. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our mtent, 
.Game here in grace of our solemnity. — 
JBut, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answer of her choice ? 
.. 'Ege: It is, my lord. 

The, Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their 
horns. 

* The flews are the large chaps of a hound. 
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HomSy and shouts tvithin, Demetrius, Ltsander,' 
Hermia, and Helena^ tvake and start up. 

The, Good-morrow friends. Saint Valentine is 
past ; 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Li/s. Pardon, my lord. 

[^He and the rest kneel to Theseus. 

The. I pray you all, stand up* 

I know, you are two rival enemies ; 
How comes this gentle concord in the world. 
That hatred is so far from jealousy. 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys, My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 
Half 'sleep, half waking : But as yet, I swear, 
I cannot truly say how I came here : 
But, as I think, (for truly would I speak, — - 
And now I do bethink me, so it is ;) 
I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough: 
I beg the law, the law, upon his head. — 
They would have stoln away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent ; 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem. My lord, fairHelen told me of their stealthy 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood ; 
And I in fury hither fpllow'd them ; 
Fair Helena in fancy ^ following me. 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 
(But by some power it is,) my love to Hermia, 
Meltea as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd. 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon : 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart,^ 

' Love. 

VOL. II. U 
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The object, and the pleasure of nune qre, 
Is only Helena, To ner, my lord> 
Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia : 
But, like in sickness, did I loath this food : 
But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 
Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 
Of this discourse we more will hear i^ion. — 
Egeiis, I will overbear your #ill ; 
For in the temple, by and by with us, 
These couples shall eternally be knit. 
And, for the morning now is something worn, 
Our purpos*d hunting shall be s^ aside. — - 
Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three, 
We'll hold a feast in great solemnity. — - 
Come, ^ippolyta. 

[^Exeunt The. Hip. Eqe* and train. 

Dent. These thmgs teem small, and undistlh- 
guisha]|>le, 
Like £Seu>^ mountains turned into clouds* 

Her. Methinks, I see these things with parted eye, 
When every thing seems douMe. 

Hd. So methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel. 
Mine own, and not mine own. 

Detn. It seems to me, 

Thai vet we sleep, we dream. — Do not you think, 
The duke was here, and bid us f^low him ? 

Her. Yea ; and my &ther. 

Hel. And Hippolyta. 

L^s. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why then, we are awake : let's follow him i 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. 

[^Exeuntm 

§ 

As they go ottt^ Bottom avmkes. 
BoU When my cue comes; call me, and I will 
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answer : — my next is, Most fair Pyramus. — Hey, 
ho ! — Peter Quince ! Flute, the bellows-mender ! 
Snout, the tinker ! Starveling ! Odd's my life ! stden 
hence, and left me asleep ! I have had a most rare 
vision, I have had a dream, — i> past the wit of num 
to say what dream it was : Man is but an ass, if he 
go about to expound this d^ream, Methougfat I was 
•— there is no man can tell what. Methought I wa8> 
and methought I had, — But man is but a patched 
fool, if .he will offer to say what methpugtit I had* 
I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this 
dream : it shall be called Bot|;om*& Dream, because 
it hath no bottom ; and I will sing it in the latter 
end of a play, before the duke 1 Peradventure, to 
make it the more gracious, I shall sing it at her - 
death. \E.xU* 
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AthenSi, A Room in Quince's House. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and &TAKVBLiKOi 

Quin, Have you sent to Bottom's hopse ? is he 
come home yet r 

Star, He cannot be heard of. Out of doul>t, he 
is transported. 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is ^mjurrej ; 
It goes not forward, doth it? >' ' . 

Quin. It is not possible^: you have not a zpan in 
all Athens, able to discharge Pyramus, but he. 

Flu. No; he hath simply the best wit of any 
handy craft man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the best person too : and he is a 
veiy paramour, for a sweet voice. 

Flu* You must say, paragon : a paramour is a 
thing of nought. 

u 2 . 
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Enter Snug. . 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coming from the tem- 
ple, and there is two or three lords and ladies more 
married : if our sport had gone forward, we had all 
been made men. 

Flu. O sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost 
sixpence a-day during his life ; he could not have 
'scaped sixpence a-day : an the duke had not given 
him sixpence a-day for plajring Pjrramus, I'll be 
hanged; he would have deserved it: sixpence a-day, 
in Pyramus, or nothing. . 

Enter Bottom. 

Bot, Where are these lads? where are thesre 
hearts ? 

Quin. Bottom ! — O most courageous day ! O most 
happy hour ! 

Bot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but 
ask me not what ; for, if I tell you, I am no true 
Athenian. I will tell you every thing, right as it 
fell out. 

Quin. Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you, 
is, that the duke hath dined r Get your apparel to- 
gether ; good strings to your beards, new ribbons 
to your pumps ; meet presently at the palace ; every 
man loolc o'ej* his part ; for, the short and the long 
is, our play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby 
have clean linen ; and let not h|m, that plays the 
lion, pare his nails, for they shall hang out n>r the 
lion's claws* And, most dear actors, eat no ohions, 
nor garlick, ibr we are to utter sweet breath ; and 
I do not doubt, but to hear them say, it is a sweet 
comedy. No more words; away; go, away. 

[^Exeunt. 
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ACT THE nFTH* 



SCENk U 

An Apartment in the Palace ^Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hifpolyta, PhilostratEi 
Lords, and Attendants. 

Hip* 'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lorert 
speak of. 

The, More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 
Lovers, and madmen, have such seething bnant^ 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 
The lunatick, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact ^ : 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 
That is, the madman : the lover, all as franttck. 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt : 
The poet's eye, in a fine frensy rolune. 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to 
'^ heaven ; 

And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's p^i 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 
Such tricks hath strong imagination ; 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy. 
It con^prehends some bringer of that joy ; 
Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 
How easy is a bush suppo^d a bear ? 

Hip* But all the story of the night told over, 

4 Compacted, made, 
u 3 
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And all their minds transfigur'd so together, 
More witnesseth than fancy's images, 
And grows to something of great constancy ; 
Buty howsoever, strange, and admirable. 

£n^^ Lys ANDER, Demetrius, Hermia, and 

Helena. 

The, Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth.^- 
Joy, gentle friends ! joy, and fresh days of lov^ 
Accompany your hearts ! 

Li/s* More than to us 

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 

The, Come now ; what masks, what dances shall 
we have. 
To wear away this long age of three hours, 
Between our afler-supper, and bed time ? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 
What revels are in hand ? Is there no play. 
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ? 
Call Philostrate. 

PkUost. Here, mighty Theseus. - " 

The, Say, what abridgement' have you for. this' 
evening ? 
What mask ? what musick ? . How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? . ^ 

Philost. There is a brief % how many sports are 
ripe; \ ' ■ ' 

Make choice of which your highness will see first. ' 

; ' [Giving a paperl 

The. [_Read9.'\ The battle mth the Centaurs^ to be 
sungy 

By an. Athenian songster to the harp. . 
We^ll none of that : that have I told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. ' 

The riot of the tipsy Bacchanalsy 

Tearing the Thractan singer in their rage.. 
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That is an' old device ; and it was piay*d' 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

2'he thrice three rwises mourning Jbr the death 

Of learning, late deceased in beggary* 
That is some satire, keen, and critical, 
Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony, 

A tedious brief scene of young PyramuSy 

And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth*. 
Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? 
That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow; 
How shall we find the concord of this discord? 

Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten words 
long; 
Which is as brief as I have known a play ;- 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long ; 
Which makes it tedious : for in. all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. . 
And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 
For Pyramus therein doth kill himdelf. 
Which, when I saw rehears'd, I must confess, 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What arfe thev, that do play it? 

Philost. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens 
here. 
Which never labour*d in their minds till now ; 
And now have toil'd their unbreath*d memories ^ 
With this same play, against your nuptial. 
• The* And we will hear it. 

Philost. No, my noble lord, 

It is not for you : I have heard it over, 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world; 
Unless you can Bnd sport in their intents. 
Extremely stretch'd, and conn'd with cruel paiQ, 
To do you service. 

The. I will hear tliat play ; > 

For never any thing can be amiss, 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 
Go, bring them in ;—• and take your places, ladies. 

{^Exit Philostratb. 
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Hip. I love not to see wretchedness overcharged. 
And duty in his service perishing. 

The* 'miy, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 
thing. 

Hip. He says> they can do nothing in thid kind. 

The. The lunder we, to give them thanks -for 
nothing. 
Our sport shall he, to take what they mistakes 
And what poor duty cannot do, 
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale. 
Make periods in the midst of sentences, 
Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears. 
And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke off. 
Not paying me a welcome : Trust me, sweety 
Out of this silence, yet, I pick'd a welcome ; 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of sawcy and audacious eloquence. 
Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity, 
In least, speak most, to my capacity. 

Enter Philostrate. 

Philod. So please your grace, the prologue is 

addrest. ^ 
The* Let him approach* [^Fhurith qftrumpeU* 

Enter Prologue. 

Prol. Ifive offend, it is toith our good toiO. 

That you should think, tve come not to qffendf 
But toitn good'XoiU. To shew our simple sUU, 

That is the true beginning of our end* 
Consider then, xoe come but in despite. 

We do not come as minding to content you^ 

\ Kead^. 
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Our true intent is. All for your delight^ ' 

We are not here. That you should here repent you. 
The actors are at hand; and, by their show, 
You shall knoxjo aU, that you are like to knom. 

. The. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

Lys. He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt, 
he knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord : It 
is not enough to speak, but to speak true. , i 

Hip. Indeed be hath played on this prologue, 
like a child on a recorder.''; a sounds but not in 
government. ,: ' 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; no- 
thing impaired, but all disordered^ Who is nesct? ' 
* • ^ ^/ * 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonahioiei 
and Lion, as in dumb shotv, 

: Prol. " Gentles, perchance, you wonder at thii 
show ; 

*< But wonder on, till truth make all things plfun^ 
" This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; ^ .„ 

" This beauteous lady Thisby is, certaSn. ' 

<< This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 

" Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers sunder : 
f * And through walVs chink, ppor , soiils, :they are 
content , -i:?. r 

*^ To whisper ; at the which let na lajian Wonder. 
" This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn, 

" Presenteth moon-shine : for, if you will know, 
** By moon-shine did these lovers think no scorn 
' " To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, tiiere to woo. 
" This grisly beast, which by name lion hight', 
** The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, 
** Did scare away, or rather did affright; * 

<< Andj as she fied, her mantle she did fall ; 

" Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain : * 

* A musical instrument. , 9 Called. 
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** Anon conies Pyramtu, sweet youth, and tall> 

** And finds his trusty Thidby s mantle slain : 
** Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

*^ He bravely broach*d his boiling bloody breast; 
** And, Thisby tarrying in mulberry shadfe, 

" His dagger drew^ and died, ror all the rest, 
** Let lion, moonshine, wall, and lovers twain, 
*^ At large discourse, while here they do remain.'^ 
{^Exeunt Pxol* PVr* Thisbe, Lion, and Moonshine. 

The. I wonder, if the lion be to speak. 
« Dem. No wonder, my lord: one lion may, when 
many asses do. 

WaU. *< In this same interlude, it doth befall^ 
*^ That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 
*^ And such a wall, as I would have you think, 
*' That had in it a cranny'd hole, or chink, 
** Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
** Did whisper often very secretly. 
<^ This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth 

** show 
'^ That Lfim that same wall ; the truth is so : 
'^ And tKis; the cranny is, right and sinister, 
*' Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper." 

The. Would you. desire. lime and hair to speak 
better? 

Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard 
discourse> :my lofd. 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall : silence ! 

Enter Pyramus. 

« 

Pyr. '^ O grim-look'd night \ O night with hue so 

•black ! 
** O night, which ever art, when day is not ! 
*< O night, O night, alack^ alack, alack, 

'* I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot ! — 
•* And thou, Q wall, O sweet, O lovdy wall, 
*' That stand'st between her father's ground and 
mine! 
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** Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 
** Show me thy chink, to blink througn with mine 
eyne. [Wall holds up his finders. 

**' Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield thee weUfor 

this ! 
" But what see I ? No Thisby do I see, 
** O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss ; 
•* Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me f ' 

T?ie. The wall, methinks, being sensible, should 
curse again. 

' Pyr. No, in truth, sir, he should not. DecieMng 
mcy IS ThisWs cue': she is to enter now, and I am 
to spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will 
fall pat as I told you: -^Yonder isbe comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. << O wall^ full often hast^thow heard my 

moans, 
^* For parting my fair Pyramus and me : 
'* Mycherry lips have often kiss*d thy stones ; 
" Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.** 
Pyr. '* I see a voice : now will I to the chink, 
" To spy an I can hear my Thisby's fede. 
« Thisby i*^ 

This. " My love, thou art my love,' I think.** 
Pi/r. " Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's 
grace; 
<< And like Limander am I trusty still.** 

This. << And I like Helen, till the fates me kiU.*' 
Pvr, " Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.** 
7%is. ** As Shafalus to Procrus, F to ypu.'* 
Pyr. " O, kiss me through the hole of this vile 

wall." - : 

This. ** I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at iJl.'* 
Pyr<, " Wilt thou at Ninny*s tomb meet me 

straightway?** 
This. " Tide Tife, tide death, I come without de- 
lay/* 
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WaU* ^* Thus have I, wall, itiy part discharged 
' . so; 

V And, being done, thus wall away doth go." 

[Exeunt WaU, Pyramus, and Thisbe. 

The. Now is the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 

Dem, No remedy, my lord, when walls are so 
wilful to hear without warning. 

Hip. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard. 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows : am) 
the worst are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Hip. It tnust be your imagination then, and not 
theirs. 

The. If we imagine no worse of them, than they 
of themselves, they may pass for excellent men. 
Here come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion. 

jE^Ti^er Lionizn^ Moonshine* 

Lion. ^^ You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do 
fear 
. '^ The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on 

floor, 
'* May now, perchance, botih quake and tremble 

here, 
. '< When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 
" Then know, that I, one Snug the joiner, am 
** A lion fell, noi* else no lion's dam : 
*' For if I should as lion come in strife 
" .Into this place, *twere pity on my life." 

The. A very gentle beast and of a good con- 
4icience. 

Dem. The very best at a beast, nay lord, that e'er 
I saw. 

. JLys. This lion is a very fox for his valour. 
The. True ; and a goose for his discretion, 
Dem. Not so, mv lord : for his valour cannot carry 
/us discretion ; and the fox carries tbe goose. 
7Xe. His discretion, 1 axa Eute^ cassLoX ^^xrj IvU 
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valour; for the goose carries not the fox. It is 
well : leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to 
the moon. 

Moon, " This lantern doth the horned moon pre- 
sent : — " 

Dem, He should have worn the horns on his 
head. 

The, He is no crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 

Moon, *^ This lantern doth the horned moon pre* 
sent ; 
** Myself the man i'the moon do seem to be.** 

The, This is the greatest error of all the rest : the 
man should be put into the lantern : How is it else 
the man i'the moon ? 

Deni, He dares not come there for the candle : 
for, you see, it is already in snuflP. ' 

Hip, I am aweary of this moon : Would, he would 
change! 

The, It appears, by his small light of discretion, 
that he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all 
reason, we must stay the time. 

Li/s, Proceed, moon. 

Moon, All that I have to say, is, to tiell you, that 
the lantern is the moon; I, the man in tne moon; ' 
this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush ;. and this dog, my 

Dem, Why, all these should be in the lantern ; 
for they are m the moon. But, silence ; here comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter ThisBe. 

This. " This is old Ninny's tomb : Where is my 

love?'' 
Lion, « Oh.—" 

IThelAon roars. ~^ Thisbe runs off, 

'la anger; acjuibbjix^ 

VOL. II. X 
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Dewi., Well roared, lion. 

TAe. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip* Well shone, moon.—^ Truly, the moon shines 
with a good grace. 

The. Well moused, lion. 

[^The Lion tears Thisbe's mantle^ and exit. 

Dem. And so comes Pyramus. 
- Lys. And so the lion vanish*d. 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pi/r. '< Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunny 
beams;. 
. << I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright ; 
<< For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams, 
^* I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight. 
" But stay ; — O spite I 
<^ But mark ; — Poor kniffht, 
" What dreadful dole is here r 
" Eyes, do you see ? 
" How can it be ? 
** O dainty duck ! dear ! 
" Thy mantle good, 
" What, stain'd with blood ? 
. ** Approach, ye furies fell! 
** O fates ! come, come ; 
" Cut thread and thrum ' ; 
** Quail, crush, conclude, and quell 1" . 
The. This passion, and the death of a dear friend, 
would go near to make a man look sad. 

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
P^r. " O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions 

frame ? 
^' Since lion vile hath here deflour'd my dear : 
* Which is — no, no — which was the fairest dame, 
« That liv'd, that lov'd, that likM, that look'd with 
cheer. ^ 

^ Coarse yam* f Coimtenancc. 
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" Come, tears, confound ; 
** Out, sword, and wound 
" The pap of Pjramus : 
" Ay, that left pi^, 
" Where heart doih bop : 
^' Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. > 

" Now am I dead, 
" Now am I fled ; 
" My soul is in the sky : ^ 

" Tongue^ lose thy light! 
** Moon, take thy flight ! 
** Now die, die, die, die, die." 

IDies. — Exit Moonshine* 
Dem. No die, but ah ace, for him; for he is but 
one. "» 

Lt/s, Less than an ace, knan ; for he is dead ; he 
is nothing. 

•2%e. With the help of a surgeon, he might yet re- 
cover, and prove an ass. 

Hip. How chance moonshine is gone, before 
Thisbe comes back and flnds her lover ? 

The. She will find him by star-light. — Here she 
comes ; and her passion ends the play. 

Enter Thisbe. 

. Hip, Methinks, she should not use a l(Hiff onci 
for such a Pyramus : I hope, she will be brief. 

Dem. A mote will turn the balance, which Py- 
ramus, which Thisbe, is the better. 

Li/s, She hath spied him already with those sweet 
eyes. 
Dem. And thus she moans, videlicet.^-'. 
This. " Asleep, ray love ? 
" What, dead, my dove ? 
" O Pyramus, arise, 

'^ Speak, speak. Quite dumb ? ; 

^^ Dead, dead ? A tomb 
** Must coyer thy sweet eyes. , ' 
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** These Ifly browiy 

" This cherry wme^ 
** Tliese yellow cowslip cheeks, 

'^ Are gone, are gone : 

** Lovers, make moan ! 
'^ His eyes were green as leeks. 

^' O sisters three, 

** Come, come, to me, 
** With hands as pale as milk ; 

** Lay them m gore, 

" Since you have shore 
** With shears his thread of silk. 

** Tongue, not a word : — 

** Come, trusty sword ; 
** Come, blade, my breast imbrue : 

** And fareweU, friends; — 

** Thus Thisbe ends : 
*^ Adieu, adieu, adieu." [Dte^ . 

The, Moonshine, and licm are left to bury the 
dead. 

Denu Ay, and wall too. 

Bot, No, I assure you; the wall is down that 
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the 
epilogue, or to hear a Burgomask dance, between 
two of our company ? 

7^. No epilogue, I pray you; for your play 
needs no excuse. Never excuse; for when the 

Siyers are all dead, there need none to be blamed* 
arry, if he that writ it, had play'd Pyramos, 
and hanged himself in Thisbe's garter, it would 
have been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly ; and 
very notably discharged. But come, your Bergo* 
mask : let your epilogue alone. 

[^Here a dance of Clowns, 
The iron tongue of midni^t hath told twelve : — 
Lovers, to bed ; *tis almost fairy time. 
I fear we shall outsleep the coming mom, 
As much as we this night have overwatdi'd. 
This palpable-gross play hath wdl beguil'd 
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The heavy gait of night. — Sweet Triends, to bed. -*- 

A fortnight hold we this solemnity, 

In nightly revels, and new jollity. [^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

Enter Puck. 

PucL Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. * 
Now the wasted'brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide^ 
Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the church-way paths to glide ; 
And we fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecat's team, 
Froni the presence of the sun. 

Following darkness like a dream. 
Now are frolick ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow*d house : 
I am sent, with broom, before, . 
To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter Oberon and Titania, toitk their Train. 

Obe, Through this house give glimmering light> 

By the dead and drowsy fire : 
Every elf, and fairy sprite, 

Hop as light as bird from brier ; 

♦ Overcome. 
X 3 
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And thiB ditty; after me, 
Sing, and dance it trippii^ly- 

2'it(u .First, rehearse this song by rote i^ 
To each word a warbling note^ 
Hand in hand, with fairy grace, 
Will we sing, and .bless this place* 

SONG^ AND DANCE. 

Obe. Now, until the break of day» 
Through this house each fairy stniy. 
To the best bride-bed will we. 
Which by us shall blessed he ; 
So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be : 
With this field-dew consecrate^ 
Every fairy take his gait ' ; 
And each several chamber bless^ 
Through this p^ace with sweet peace : 
E'er shall it in safety rest. 
And the owner of it blest. 

Trip away ; 

Make no stay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 

[^Exeunt Oberon, Titania, and Train. 

• 

Puck. If'Ke shadows have qffendedy 

Think but thisy land all is mended,) 
That ybu have but slumbered here. 
While these visions did appear. 
And this xveak and idle tneme. 
No more yielding but a dream f 
GentleSy do not reprehend; 
Jfyou pardon, tue tvUl mend* 
Andy as I am honest PucJc, 
Ifxioe have unearned luck 

5 Way. 
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^<nv to *scape the serpenfs tongu&f 

We tvUl make amendsy ere long: 

Else the Puck a liar call. 

Soy good night unto you all. 

Give me your hands^ ifxioe befriends^ 

And Rohtn shall restore amends. [Exit* 
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Jaquenetta, a Country Girl. 

Officers and others^ attendants on the King and 
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Scene, Navarre. 
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ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

Navarre. A Parky with a Palace in iU 
Enter the kingf Biron, Lonoaville, antf 

DUMAIN. 

King, Let fame, that all hunt after in their liyeA^. 
Live registered upon our brazen tombs. 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 
The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bathe his scythe's keen 

edge. 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors ! — for so you are, 
That war against your own affections^ 
And the huge army of the world's desires, — 
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 
Our court shall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
You three, Bir6n, Dumain, and Longaville, 
Have sworn for three years* term to live with me, 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes, 
That are recorded in this schedule her^ •• 
Your oaths are past, and now BubactVlbe '50>ax ^Baxfiift» 
TAat his own hand may strike Jua Yionovix dkQww> 
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That violates the smallest branch herein : 
If you are arm'd to do, as sworn to do, 
Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too* 

Lon^, 1 am resolvM : 'tis but a three years' fast ; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 
Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits. 

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 
The grosser manner of these world's delights 
He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 
With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron, I can but say their protestation over, 
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 
That is. To Uve and study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances : 
As, not to see a woman in that term ; 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
Ahd, one day in a week to touch no food ; . 
And but oi:^ meal on every day beside ; 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night. 
And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 
(When I was wont to think no harm all night. 
And make a dark night too of half the day ;) 
Which; I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep ; 
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 

King, Your oath is passed to pass away from theie. 

Biron^ Let me say no, my liege, an if you please ; 
I only swore, to study with your grace, 
And stay here in your court for three years' space. 

Long. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest. 

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. «*• 
What is the end of study ? let me know. 

King, Why, that to know, which else we should 
not know. 

Biron. Things hid and barr'd, you mean, from 
-common sense ? . 
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King. Ay, that is study's god-like recompense. 

Biron, Come on then, I will swear to study so^ 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 
As thus — To study where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am fOrbid ; 
Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, , 

When mistresses from common sense are hid : 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If study's gain be thus, and this be so, ~ 1 
Study knows that, which yet it doth not know : > 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. j 

King. These be the stops that hindfer study quite. 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron, Why, all delights are vain ; but that most 
vain. 
Which, with pain purchased, doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book. 

To seek the light of truth ; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, aoth light of light beguile : 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lie9. 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 
Who dazzhng §o, that eye shall be his heed. 

And give him light that was it blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious sun, 

That will not be deep-search'd with saucy looks \ 
Small have continual plodders ever won. 

Save base authority from others' books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights. 

That give a name to every fixed star, 
Have no more profit of their shining nights, 

Than those thai; walk, and wot not what they are« 
Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame; 
And every godfather can give a ii«xae. 

ICiftg. How well he's reaA, lo x^«J6»Qti ^^^toa^. 
reading ! 

VOL. IX. Y 
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Dum^ Proceeded well^ to stop all good proceed- 

, ingl 
Long. He weeds the corn, and still let's grow* 

the weeding. 
Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are 

a breeding. 
Dum. How follows that ? 
Biron. Fit m his place and time* 

Dum. In reason nothing. 

Biron, Something then in rhyme«^ 

Long^ Biron is like an envious sneaping' frost, 

"Hiat bites the first-bom infants of. the spring* 
Biron, Well, say I am ; why should proud summer 
boast, 
Before the birds have any cause to sing ? 
Why should I joy in an abortive birth ? - 
At Christmas I no more desire a rose V 

Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows ; > 
But like of each things that in season grows* j 
So you, to study now it is too late, 
Climb o'er tlie house t' unlock the little gate. 
King. Well, sit you out : go home, Biron ; adieul 
Biron. No, my good lord ; I have sworn to stay 
with you : 
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more, 
Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 
Yet confident I'll keep what I have swore, 

And bide the penance of each three years' day« 
Give me the paper, let me read the same ; 
And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my name. 
King, How well this yielding rescues thee from 

shame ! 

Biron. [^Reads.^ Item, That no ivoman shall come 
within a mile of my court, — 
And hath this been proclaim'd ? 
Long. Four days ago. ^ . 

Biron. Let's see the penalty. 

" Nipping. 
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[^Reads.^ — On pain of losing her tongue.'"^ 

Who devis'd this ? 
Long. Marry, that did I. 
Biron, Sweet lord, and why ? 
Long* To fright them hence with that dread pe- 
nalty. 
Biron. A dangerous law against gentility. 
\_R€ads,'\ Item, If any man be seen to talk tvith 
a tvomun tvithin the term of three years^ he shall en* 
dure such publick shame as the rest of the court can 
possibly devise. — 
This article, my liege, yourself must break j 

For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French king's daughter, with yourself to 
speak, — 
A maid of grace, and cdmplete majesty, — 
About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 
Therefore this article is made in vain. 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 
King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite 

forgot. 
Biron. So study evermore is overshot ; 
While it doth study to h^ve what it would> 
It doth forget to do the thing it should : 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
'Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. 
King. We must, of force, dispense with this de-. 
cree; 
•She must be here on mere necessity. 

Biron. If I break faith, this word shall speak forme, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 
So to the laws at large I write my name : 

[ Subscribes. 
And he, that breaks them in the least degree. 
Stands in attainder of perpetual shame : 
Suggestions' are to others, as to YSi^\ 

* Temptations. 
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Buty I. believe, although I seem so loth^ 
I am the last that will last keep his oath. 
But is there is no quick recreation granted ? 

King. Ay, that there is : our court, you know, is 
haunted 
With a refined traveller* of Spain ; 
A-man in all the world's new fashion planted, 
That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 
One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue 

, Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ; 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight', 

For interim to our studies, shall relate. 
In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 

From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I ; 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie. 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wieht, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 
Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our 
sport; 
And, so to study, three years is but short. 

King, Then go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. — 

£jExet^n^ King, Longa ville, anci^ Dumaik. 

. Biron* I'll lay my head to any good man's hat, 

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. 

\^Exeuni. 

4 

SCENE II. 

Armado's House. 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what sign \a \l, 'wlv^iv a man of great 
Mpirit grows melancholy. 
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Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm. Why, sadness is one and the selfHsame 
thing, dear imp. 
■ Moth. No, no, sir, no. 

Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melan- 
choly* my tender juvenal * ? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the work-' 
ing, my tough senior. 

Arm. Why tough senior ? why tough senior? 

Moth. Why, tender juvenal? why tender juvenal ? 

Arm. I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we may nominate tender. 

Moth. And I, tough senior^ as an iq)pertinent 
title to yoiu: old time, which we may name tough* ' 

Arm. Pretty, and apt. 

Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and my 
sajring apt ? or I apt, and my saying pretty ? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little- pretty, because little : Wlierefim 
apt? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. ' 

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, mast^ ? 

Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise.' 

Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers : Tkou 
heatest my blood. 

Moth. I am answered, sir. 

Arm. I love not to be crossed. 

Moth. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses' love 
not him. [^Aside. 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with 
the duke. 

Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

4 Young man. > The naoie d a otAn once current. 
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Moth* How many is one thrice told ? 
.. Ann. I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of 
a tapster. 

Moth. You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 
Arm* I confess both ; they are botn the varnish 
of a complete man. 

. Moth, Then, I am sure, you know how much the 
gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm* It doth amount to one more than two. 
* Moth. Which the base vulgar do call, three. 
Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? 
Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink : 
and how easy is it to put years to the word three, 
and study three years in two words, the dancing 
horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure ! 
Moth. To prove you a cypher. [Aitde. 

Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love : and 
my love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant* 
Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, 
a36ist me! 

Arm, Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty^ 
and pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred. 

And fears by pale-white shown : 
Then, if she fear, or be to blame. 

By this you shall not know ; 
For still her cheeks possess the same, 
Which native she doth owe. * 
A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of 
white and red. 

^ Of which ihe is naturally posseised. 



«CENB il.] XOVX'S LABOCA's LOfll*. 289 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the ICing and 
tae Beggar? 

Moth, The world was very guilty of such a ballad 
sane three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis not to 
be found; or, if it were, it would neither serve for 
the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have the subject newly writ o'er, that 
I nay example my digression by some mighty pre- 
cedent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that I took 
in the park with the rational hind Costard ; she de* 
sen«8 well. 

Notk. To be whipped; and yet a better love than 
xny naster. \^Aside* 

Arm, Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light 
womaQ. 

Am. I say, sing. 

Mof^. Forbear till this company be past. 

EnUr Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta. 

Dtdl. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe : and you must let him take no deligbt, 
nor no peiance ; but a* must fast three days a-week; 
For this damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she 
is allowed for the day-wpnran. ^ Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing. — Maidb 

Jaq^ Man. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That's hereby. 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. How wise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face ? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. 

Arm. And so farewell. 

. 7 I>wy-^om«&. 
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Jaq. Fair weather after you ! 

"DuU. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 

\Exeuv,i Dull and Jaquenett.\. 
. Arm. Villain, thou shalt fa$t for thy offences, ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do 
it Qn a full stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellcws^ 
for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away. 

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir; I will fast^ 
being loose. 

Moth. No, sir ; that were fast and loose : thou 
shalt to prison. \ \ 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry da^s of 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see -r' 

Moth. What shall some see ? 

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but whit they 
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent in 
their words ; and, therefore, I will say nothing : I 
have as little patience as another man ; aid, there^- 
fore I can be quiet. 

[^Exeunt Moth cTid Costabd. 

Arm. I do affect^ the very ground, which is base^ 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, 
(which is a great argument of falshood,) if I love : 
And how can that be true love, whidi is falsely at- 
tempted ? Cupid's butt-shaft ^ is too hard for Her- 
cules' club, and therefore too much odds for a 
Spaniard's rapier. The first send- second cause will 
not serve my turn ; the passado he respects not, the 
duello he regards not : his disgrace is to be called 
boy ; but his glory is, to subdue men. Adieu, va- 
lour ! rust, rapier ! be still, drum ! for your manager 

s Love. 9 Arrow to shoot at butts with. 



is in love ; yea, he loreth. Assist me some eiUem- 
poral god of rhyme, for, I am sure, I shall turn 
sonneteer. Devise, wit ; write, pen ; for I am for 
whole volumes in folio. lExii. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCEKE I. 

A Pavilion and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princess o/* France, Hosaline, Maria> 
Katharine, Boyet, Lords, and other Attend- 
ants. 

Boyet, Now, madam, summon up your deareiSt 
spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends ; 
To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy : 
Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem ; 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe. 
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace. 
As nature was in making graces dear. 
When she did starve the general world beside, 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 
Pm. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
mean, 
Needs not the painted flouri&Vv o^ ^o>is \)'uca.^\ 
. Beauty is bought by judgment ot t)cke «^e> 
Not utter'd by base sale of cYvapmetimXoT^^^^'^'^ 
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I am. less proud to hear you tell my worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wise 

In spending your wit in the praise of mine^ 

But now to task the tasker, — Qood Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall out-wear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent court : 

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates. 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 

As our best-moving fair solicitor : 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, 

On serious business, craving quick despatch, 

Impdrtunes personal conference with his grace. 

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend, 

Like humbly-visag*d- suitors, his high will. 

.Boy. Proud of employment, willingly I go. [^Exit. 

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is S(^ — 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Priti. Know you the man? 

Mar, I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast, 
Between lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnized. 
In Normandy saw I this Longaville : 
A man of sovereign parts he is esteemed ; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss, 
(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,) 
Is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wiLs 
It should none spare that come within his power. 

Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike ; is*t so? 

Mar. They say so most, mat most bis humouis 
know. 
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Prin. Such short-liv'd wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the rest? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd 
youth, 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 
lilost power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 
I saw him at the duke Alen^on's once ; 
And much too little of that good I saw. 
Is my report, to his great worthiness. 
. Ros. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth, 
Biron they call him ; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour's talk withal : 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 
For every object that the one doth catch, 
"fhe other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 
Which his fait tongue (conceit's expositor) 
I^eUvers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales. 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin. Heaven bless my ladies! are they all 19' 
love ; 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 

Mar* Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Boybt. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
And he, and his competitors ' in oath, 
Were all address'd * to meet you, gentle lady, . 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I have le^arc*., 

' Confederates. * ^te^«c^^. 
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He rather means to lodge you in the iBeld, 
(Like one that comes here to besiege his court,) 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled house. « 

Here comes Navarre. [ The Ladies mask, 

Entei" King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, a'nd 

Attendants. 

King, Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin, Fair, I give you back again ; and, welcome 
I have not yet : the roof of this court is too hi^h to 
be yours; and welcome to the wild fields too liase 
to be mine. 

King, You shall be welcome, madam, to my court. 

Prin, I will be welcome then ; conduct me thither. 

King, Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath* 

Prin, Our lady help my lord ! he'll be forsworn. 

King, Not for the world, fair madaof , by my will. 

Pmi, Why, will shall break it ; will, and nothing 
else. 

King, Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise. 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 
I hear, your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping: 
'Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 
And sin to break it : 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold ; 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose df my coming, 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit. [^Gives a paper* 

King, Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin, You will the sooner, that I were away ; 
For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me stay. 

Biron, Did not I dance with you in BrabcD 
once ? 

Ros, Did not I dance with you in Brabant onci 

^iron. I know, you did. 
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Ros. How needless was it then 

To ask the question ! 

Biron. You must not be so quick. 

Ros. 'Tis *long of you that spur me with such 
questions. 

Biron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, 'twill 
tire. 

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron, What time o' day ? 

Ros. The hour that fools should ask« 

Biron, Now fair befall your mask ! 

Ros, Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron, And send you many lovers ! 

Ros, Amen, so you be none. 

Biron, Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The pa3rment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum, 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say, that he, or we, fas neither have,) 
Keceiv'd that sum ; yet-tnere remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of Uie which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the mpney's worth. 
If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied. 
We will give up our right in Aquitain, 
And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 
But that, it seems, he littl&purposeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands, 
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, 
To have his title live in Aquitain ; 
Which we much rather had depart ' withal, 
And have the money by our father lent,- 
Than Aquitain divided as it is. 
Dear princess, were not his requests (&o C«.t 

3 ParU 

VOL. IJ. Z ■ ■ ' ' 
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From reason's yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast, 
And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the king my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 
King. I do protest, I never heard of it ; 
And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. 

Prin. We arrest your word : -<— 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances. 
For such a sum, from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King, Satisfy me so. 

Boyet* So please your grace, the packet is not 
come, . 
Where that and other specialties are bound ; 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King, It shall suffice me : at which interview, 
All liberal reason I will yield unto. 
Mean tiine, receive such welcome at my hand, _ 
As honour, without breach of honotu*, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 
You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 
But here without, you shall be so receiv'd. 
As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart, 
Though so denied rair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell ; 
To-morrow shall we visit you again. 
Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 

grace I 
King, Thy own wish wish I thee in every place I 

[^Exeunt King and his Train. 
Biron, Lady, I will commend you to my own heart. 
Ros, Tray you, do my commendations ; I would 
(glad to see it. 

Biron, I would, you heard it groan. 
Ros, Is the fool sick ? 
Biron* Sick at heart. 
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I^os. Alack, let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good ? 

Ros, My physick says, I. * 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye ? 

Roi. No pot/nt \ with my knife. 

Biron. Now, heaven save thy life ! 

Ros. And yours from long livihg ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [^Retiring. 

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : What lady is that 

same ? 
Boyet. The heir of Alen^on, Rosaline her name. » 
Dum. A gallant lady ! Monsieur^ fare you well. 

Long. I beseech you a word ; What is she in the 
white ? 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in 
the light. 

Long. Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 

Long. Heaven's blessing on your beard ! 

Boyet. Good sir, be not offended : . 
She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir ;. that may be. 

[_Exit Long. 

Biron. Wliat's her name, in the cap ? 

Boyet. Katharine, by good h^. 

Biron. Is she wedded, or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron. You are wfelcome, sir ; adieu ! 

Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

{^Exit Biron. — Ladies unmask. 

Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord ; 
Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

If my observation, (which very seldom lies,) 

4 Aye^ yes. * A French particle of nation. 

z 2 
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By the heart's still rhetorick, disclosed with eyes. 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin, With what ? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, affected. 

Prin. Your reason ? 

Boyet* Why, all his behaviours did make their 
retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 
His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed. 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed : 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 
Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be ; 
All senses to that sense did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 
Methought, all his senses were lock*d in his eye, 
As jewels in chrystal for some prince to buy ; 
Who, tendering their own worth, from where they 

were glassed. 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd. 
His face's own margent did quote such amazes, 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes : 
m give you Aquitain, and all that is his. 
An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 

Prin. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is disposed -^ 

Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye 
hath disclosed : 
I only have made a mouth of his eye. 
By adding a tongue which | know will not lie. 

Ros. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak'st 
skilfully. 
- Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news 
of him. 

Ros^ Then was Venus like her mother ; for her 
father is but grim. 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad girls ? 

Mar. No, 

Boyet. What then, do you see ? 

Ros. Ay, our way to be gone. 
. Boyetn You are too bard for me, 

\^Exeunt. 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

The Parky near the Palace, 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm, Warble, child ; make passionate my sense 
of hearing. 

Moth. Concolinel L^i^gV^M' 

Arm, Sweetair!— -Go, tenderness of years; taEe 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him 
festinately ^ hither ; I must employ him in a letter 
to my love. 

Moth, Master, will you win your love with a 
French brawl ' ? 

Arm, How mean'st thou ? brawling in French ? 

Moth, No, my complete master ; but to jig off 
a tune at the tongue's end, canary ^ to it with your 
feet, humour it with turning up your eye-lids ; sigh 
a note, and sing a note ; sometime through the throat, 
as if you swallowed love with singing love ; sometime 
through the nose, as if you snuffed up love by smell- 
ing love ; with your hat penthouse^like, o'er \he shop 
of your eyes ; with your arms crossed on your thin 
doublet, like a rabbit on a spit; or your hands in 
your pocket, like a man after the old paintings 
and keep not too long in one tune, but a snip and 
away. 

Arm, How hast thou purchased this experience ? 

Moth, By my penny of observation. 

Arm, But O, — butO,-r. 



^ Hastily. 7 A kind of dance. ' 

^ Canary was the name of a spritely dance. 
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Moth. — the hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm. Callest thou ray love, hobby-horse ? 

Moth, No, master ; the hobby-*horse is but a colt, 
and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you 
forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those three I 
will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Moth, A man, if I live; and thiS) by, in, and 
without, upon the instant: By heart you love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her : in heart 
you love her, because your heart is in love with her ; 
and out of heart you love her, being out of heart that 
you cannot have her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet 
nothing at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain ; he must carry me 
a letier. 

Moth, A message well sympathised ; a horse to 
be embassador for an ass ! 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow-gaited : But I go. 

Ann. The way is but short ; away. 

Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth. Minime^ honest master ; or rather, master, 
no. 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. 

Moth. Vou are too swift, sir, to say so : 

Is that lead slow which is fir'd firom a gun ? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetorick ! 
He reputes me a cannoo; and the bullet^ that's 

he: — 
I shoot thee at the swain. 
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Mdth. Thump then, and I flee. 

[Exit. 
Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of 
grace 1 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy 

face : 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place*. 
My herald is return'd. 

Re-enter Moth and Costard. 

Moth. A wonder, master; here's d Costard ' forokerv 

in a shin. 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, — thy 

Vervtoy* ; — begin. 
Cost. No egma, no riddle, no V envoy r no salve in 
the mail, sir: Q, sir, plantain, a plain plantain; no 
V envoys no Venxtoy^ no salve, sir, but a plantain! 

Arm. By virtue, thou enforcest laughter ; thy silly 
thought, my spleen ; the heaving of my lungs pro- 
vokes me to ridiculous smiling: O, pardon me, my 
stars ! Doth the inconsiderate take salve ^oxV envoy ^ 
and the word, V envoy ^ for a salve ? 

Moth. Do the wise think them- other? is not 
r envoy a scklve ? 

Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, to 
make plain 
Sothe obscure precedence that hath tofore been sain. 
I will example' it : 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee> 
Were still at odds, being but threes 
There's the moral : Now the V envoy: 

Moth. I will add the V envoy : Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three : "■ 

9 A head. * An old French term for concludvcks^ 

verses, which served either to cotiNC^ )3afc ia«t^^ ^'t ^» 
address the poem ta some person. 



252 love's labour's lost. [act iit. 

Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 
And stay'd the odds by adding four. 
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my renvoi/. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three : 
Arm, Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth. A good l^envoi/, ending in the goose: 
Would you desire more ? 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
that's fiat : — 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be 

fat. — 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and 

loose : 
Let me see si fat V envoy ; ay, that's a fat goose. 
Arm. Come hither, come hither : How did this 

argument begin ? 
Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a 
shin. 
Then call'd you for the Venvoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain: Thus came 
your argument in ; 
Then the boy's fat Venvoy^ the goose that you 

bought ; • 
And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me; how was there a Costard 
broken in a shin ? 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 
Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Motl) ; 1 will 
speak that Venvoy : 

1, Costard, running out, that was safely within. 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 
'Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 
Arm. Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 
Cost. O, marry me to one Frances:—- 1 smell 
some Venvoy, some goose, in this. 
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Arm. I mean, setting thee at liberty, enfri^edom- 
ing thy person ; thou wert immured, restrained, cap«> 
tivated, bound. 

Cost, True, true ; and now you will let me loose. 

Arm., I give thee thy liberty, set thee from dur- 
ance ; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing 
but this : Bear this significant to the country maid 
Jaquenetta: there is remuneration.; [^Giving him 
money.'] for the best ward of mine, honour, is re- 
warding my dependents. Moth, follow. {_Exit. 

Moth. Like the sequel, I. -^ Signior Costard, 
adieu. \_Exit Moth. 

Cost. Now will I look to his remuneration. Re- 
muneration ! O, that's the Latin word for three 
farthings : three farthings. — remuneration. — WhaCe 
the price of this inkle f a penny : — No^ F II give you 
a remuneration : why, it carries it. — Remuner£t- 
tion ! — why, it is a fairer name than French crown. 
I will never buy and sell out of this word. 

Enter Biron. 

Biron. O, my good knave Costard ! exceedingly 
well met. 

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron. What is a remuneration ? 

Cost. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing> 

Biron. O, why tlien, three-far things- worth of silk. 

Cost. I thank your worships Heaven be:with you ! 

Biron. O, stay, slave ; I must employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave,. 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost. When would you have it done, sir? 

Biron. O, this afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : Fare you well.. 

Biron. O, thou knowesl not what it is. 

Cost* I shall know, sir^ whetv 1 Vv«ln^ ^w\feVu, 

J^/ron^ Why, villain, thou iau%X.VxiQrN ^^%v* 
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Cost, I will come to your worship to-morrow 
mornings 

Biron. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, 
slave, it is but this ; — 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 
And m her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her 

name, 
And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 
And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal'd up counsel. There's thy guerdon ' ; go, 

\^Gives him money. 

Cost, Guerdon, —O sweet guerdon ! better than 
remuneration ; eleven-pence farthing better : Most 
fiweet guerdon ! — I will do it, sir, in print. ^ — Guer- 
don — remuneration. ' [^Exit, 

Biron, O! — And I, forsooth, in love! I, that 
have been love's whip ; 
A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 
A critick ; nay, a night-watch constable ; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy. 
Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! 
This whimpled*, whining, purblind, wayward boy ; 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid; 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 
And I to be a corporal of his field, 
And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop ! 
What ? I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife ! 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 
Still a repairing; ever out of frame ; 
And never going aright, being a watch. 
But being watch 'd that it may •still go right ? ' 
Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all ; 
And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 

^ Reward. ^ Vf \\.V\ ^^ uVmo^X. eiacluess. 

4 Hooded, NwVftd. 
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And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Of his most mighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan ; 

Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

A Pavilion in the Park. 



Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maria, Katha-? 
RiNE, BoYET, Lords, Attendants, and a Forester. 

Prin. Was that the king, that spurred his horse so 
hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill ? 

Boi/et. I know not ; but I think, it was not he. 

Pi'in. Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mounting 
mind. 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch $ 
On Saturday we will return to France. — 
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush, 
That we must stancjl and play the murderer in ? 

For, Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 
A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot, 
And thereupon thou speak'st, the fairest shoot. 

For. Pardon me> madam, for I meant not so. 

Prin, What, what? first pm&e xaa, «xA %f^5»sN. 
say, no? . 

O :>hort'Iivd pride I Not fair? a\?ic\«LiQt ^'w\ 
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For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. 'Nay, never paint me now ; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true ; 

[^Giving him money. 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 

Prtn. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit* 
O heresy in fair, fit for these days 1 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. — 
But come, the bow : — Now mercy goes to kill. 
And shooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I save my credit in ihe shoot : 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do't ; 
If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 
That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill. 
And, out of question, so it is sometimes; 
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes ; 
When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part, 
W(? bend to that the working of the.heart : 
As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill 
T^e poor deer*s blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-sove* 
reignty 
Only for praise sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o'er their lords ? 

Frin. Only for praise : and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 

Enter Costard. 

Frin, Here comes a member of the common- 
wealth. 
Cost. Pray you, which is the head lady? 
Frin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest 
that have no heads. 
Cost. Which is the greatest lady, tlie highest ? 
JPrin. The thickest, aivd lYie \a\\^«X, 
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> Cost. The thickest, and the tallest J itissd; trutk 

is truth. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickeft 
here. 

Prin. What's your will, sir ? what's your will ? 

Cost, I have a letter from monsieur Birdn, to one 
lady Rosaline. 

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend 
of mine : 
Stand aside, good bearer. — Boyet, you can carve^ 
Break up this capon* 

J . Boyet* I am bound to serve. •^. ■ 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 
It is w^t to Jaquenetta. . • . " 

Prin. We will read it, I swear t 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Bot^et. [Reads.] Bi/ heaven^ that thou art fair ^ %g 
most iTifaUible ; true, that thou art beauteous; tfiiih 
itself, that thou art lovely: More fairer thanfair^ 
beautiful than beauteous : truer than truth itself, haife 
commiseration on thy heroical vassal ! The magn^ni* 
moHS and most iUufitrate king Cophetua set eye ujhM 
the pernicious andindubitate dfgg-arZenelophonjalMf 
he it 'voas that might rightly say, veni, vidi, vici; 
ijohich to anatomize in the vulgar, (O.base and ^scuri 
vulgar f) videlicet, he came, sato, and overcame i he 
came, one ; savo, two; overcame, three. Who came f 
the king : Why did Ke come f to see; Why didhejieef 
to overcome: Toivhomcameheftoihebeggar; What 
s.atvhe f the beggar : Who overcame he f the be^'ar : 
The conclusion is victory; On xohote side ? the king's i - 
The captive is enriched; On xvhose side? the be^at'j : 
The catastrophe is a nuptial j;* On 'mhose side? the 
kin^s?'-^no, on both in one, or one in both, J ani 
the king; for so stands the comparison: thou the beg" 
gar; fir so toitnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I command 
thy love? I may: Shall I enforce thy love? I could ^ 
SaoU I entreat thy loUe? liaiU. WKat iKolit Wxinu 
exchange for ragsf robes ; For iUtUs^ \iJiUi \ '^^'* 

VOL. II. A K 
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iiystlff m^ Tkutf expecHng fkv rejJlyy t prfffkne 
my Itps on my foot y tny eyes on iky picture, and nty 
mart on thee. 

TkinCf in the dearest design of industry f 

Don Adriano de Armai>o* 
TtoiB dost thou hetr the Nemean lion roar 

'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey; 
Submissive fall fais princely feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to play : 
^ut if thou strive, poor soul, what art moa then ? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 

Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter ? 
What vane ? what weather-cock ? did you ever hear 

better ? 
.JStoyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the 

style. 
i Jhin. Else your memory is bad, going o'er iC 

erewnile.' 
V Boyet) This Armado is a Spaniard^ that keeps 

here in court; 
A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
Te the prince, and his book-mates. 
; Prin. Thou, fellow, a word r 

Who gave thee this letter ? 

• Ck>st. I told you ; my lord. 
Prin* To whom shouldst thou give it ? 

: . Cost. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin. From which lord, to which lady ? 
Caslk. From my lord Biron, a good master of nune, 
To a lady. of France, that he call'd Rosaline.^ 

• IVm. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come) 

lords, away. 
Here, sweet, put up this; 'twill be Ijiine anotiier day* 

\^Exeunim 

5 Just now. . 
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SCENX II. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel^ imd Dull. 

Natk. Very reverent sport, truly ; and done in' 
the testimony of a good conscience. . 

HoL The deer was, as you know, in sanguis^ -— 
blood; ripe as a pomewater', who now nangeth 
like a jewel in the ear of ccela, — the sky, the "wel- ' 
kin, the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab, on - 
the face of terrOf — the soil, the land, the earth. . 

Nath, Truly, master Holofemes, the epithets are ' 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least : But, sir, 
I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head. ^ 

HoL Sir Nathaniel, ^aud credo. 

DuU. 'Twas not a haud credo y 'twas a pricket. 

Hot. Most barbarous intimation ! yet s kind of 
insinuation, as it were, in via,' in way, of explica- 
tion ;^cere, as it were, replication, or, rather, 
ostentarey to show, as it were, his inclination, — after 
his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unpruned> 
untrained, or rather unlettered, or, ratherest, un- 
confirmed fiishion, — to insert again my haud credo 
for a deer. 

DuU. I said, the deer was not a hand credo ; 'twas 
a pricket. 

HoL Twice sod simplicity, bis coctus / — * O thou ' 
nionster ignorance, how deformed dost thou look 1 

^ A sp^ies of apple. 

' To render some of the allusions in ihis scene intelligible ' 
to persons who are not ac^aainted with the language of ' 
parK-keq>er8 and foresters, it may be necessary to mention, ^ 
that a firann, when it is a year old, is called by them a 
pricket; when it btwo years old, it is a sorel; whexiV^^^^ 
three years old, it is a sore ; when \\. Vi^wa ^«w% VLSa* -^ 
buck of tiie jfirst head ; at five y eai«» V^ «Bk Q\^>i4^^ 

A A 2 
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Naih. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that 
are bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it were; 
he hath not drunk ink: his intellect is not replenished; 
he is only an animal, only sensible in the duller parts ; 
And such barren plants . are set before us, that we. 

thankful should be 
(Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts 

that do fructify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet^ 

or a fool, 
So, were there a patch ^ set on learning, to see him 

in a school : 
But, omne bene^ say I ; being of an old father's mindy 
If any can brook the weather^ that love not the mnd* 
' Dull* Y«u two are book-men: Can you tell by. 
your wit, 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not five 

weeks old as yet ? 
• Hoi, Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictynna, good 

man Dull. 
' Dun. What is Dictynna ? 
; Nath, A title to Phoebe, to Luna, to the moon. 
IJoL The moon was a month old, when Adam was 
no more ; 
And raught ^ not tp five weeks, when he came to , 

fivescore. 
The Elusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull, "Tis true indeed ; the coUusion holds in the 
exchange. 

' HdL Heaven comfort thy capacity! I say, the 
allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull, And I say the pollution holds in the ex- 
change ; for the moon is never but a month qid : 
and I say beside, that 'twas a pricket that the prin- • 
cess kill d. 

. Hoi, Sir Nathaniel, will you bear an extemporal 
^itaph on the death of the deer ? and, to humour 

sAlowfdlow. 'Reached. 
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the ignorant, I hare call'd the deer the princess 
kill*d9 a pricket. 

Nath. PergCf goad master Hclofeme^perg^s m> 
It shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

HoL I will something affect the letter ; for it 
areues facility. 

The praisefiu princess pierced tmd pricked a'pnt^ 
pleastng pricket / 

Some say^ a sore ; hut not a sore, till noto wt(td$^ 
sore toitk shooting* 
The dogs did yell; putL to sore^ then soreljwi^ 
Jrwn thicket ; 

Or pncketf sore, or else sorely the people JaU m 
hooting. 
Jffsore he sore, then L to sore makes ^fifty sores f 

sore L I 
Of one sore I an hundred make,, hy adding but one 
more L. 

Nath. A rare talent ! / 

DuUv If a talent be a claw, look how be claw* 
bim with a talent. 

Hoi* This is a gift that I have, siimle» simple ; tk. 
foolish extravagant qpirit, fall of forms, figures, 
^uipes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, re- 
volutions ; But the gift is good in those in whom it. 
is acute, and I mm Uiankfiu for it. 

Nath. . Sh:, I praise heaven for you ; and so may 
my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutord by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly undi^ 
you : you are a ffood member of the commonwealth. 

HoU Meherde^ if their sons be ingenious, they 
shall want no instruction : if their daughters bt cul- 
pable, I will put it to them : But, otr sapU, fui 
pauca loquitur : a soul feminine saluteth us. "• 

JEll^ jAaVSKlETTA anc^ COSTABD. 

Juq. God ghr#yott good mflcroNi^xDMMst v^Mn^i^ 

A A S 
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Hoi* Master person, — quasi pers-on. And if one 
should be pierce^}, which is the one ? 

Cost. Many,x master schoolmaster, he thtit is. 
likest to a hogshead. 

HoL Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth; fire enough' for a flint; 
tis pretty ; it i^ well. 

Jaq, Good master parson^ be so good as read me 
this letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent 
me from Doi^ Armatho : I beseech you, read it, - . 

Hoi. Faustey precorgelidd quando peats omne sut 
umbrd 
Runiinat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan ! 
{^may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice : 

Vinegia, Vinegia^ 



Chi nan te vede, ei nan tepregia. 

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan 1 Who understandeth 
thee not, loves thee not. — Uty re, sol, la, mi^fa,^^ 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents? or, rather,^ 
n Horace says in his — What, my soul, verses?- 

'Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 
- Hd. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse ; Lege,* 

domine. 

Nath, [Reads.] If love make me Jbrsfax)my Aoto- 

shall I swear to love ? 
Ah, never Jaith cotddholdy if not to beautt/ vetoed i 
Though to myself Jbrsfvoomy to thee rUjaithfuLprofoeg. 
. Those thoughts to me mere oaks, to thee like osiers, 
bowed. 
Study his bias Ufvoes^ and makes his book thme^ 
eyes ; 
Where 4iU those pleasures live, thai art would., 
comprehend: 
If knowledge be the marky to know thee shall 
suffice; 
Well learned is that tongue, that ^wM' can thee 
commend: ^ 
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AU ignorant that soulj that sees thee laoiih&ut 
wonder;- ' 

(Which is to me some praise^ that I thy parts 
admire;) 
Thy eye Jove*s lightning bears, thy voice his 
dread/ill thunder. 
Which y not to anger bent, is musiclc, and sweet 
fire. 
Celestial, as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wron^, 
That sings heaven's praise with such an eartluy 

tongue i 
HoL You find not the apostrophes, and so misa 
the accent : let me supervise the canzonet.' Here 
are only numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, 
facility, and golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovidius 
Naso was the man : and why, indeed, Naso ; but for 
smelling out the odoriferous flowers ot fancy, the 
lerks of invention ? Imitari', is nothing : so doUi the 
nound his master, the ape his keeper* the tircfd' 
horse his rider. But damosella virgin, was this 
directed to you ? 

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur BiroOi one' of 
^e strange queen's lords. 

• Hoi. I will over^lance the superscript. - To th& 
snow-white hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosaline^ 
I will look again on the intellect of the letter, for 
the nomination of the- patty writing to the person 
written unto : 

Your Ladyship's in (dl desired employment, Biron. 

Sir Nathaniel, this Bir6n is one of the votaries with 
the king ; and here he hath framed a letter to a 
^quent of the stranger queen's, which, acddently, 
or by the way of progression, hath miscarried^ — 
Trip and go, my sweet ; deliver this paper into the 
poyal hand of the king ; it may concern much : Stay* 
not thy compliment ; I forgive thy duty ; adieu; « '*' 

' Atticeds ca^ponAotye^ 
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Jaq.. Good Costard go with me^ 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 

lExeunt Cost, and Jaq* 

Nath. Sir, you have done this very religiously ; 
and, as a certain fSather saith 

HoL Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 
lourable colours. But, to return to the yeiises; Did 
they please you, sir Nathaniel ? 

iliUh. Marvellous well for the pen. 

J?a/. I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain 
pupil of mine ; where if, before repast, it shall please 
you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid ohOd 
or pupil, undertake your ben venuta ; where I will 
prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither 
savouring of poetry, wit, nor mvention : I beseech 
your society. 

. Na^h* And thank you too: for society, (saith 
the t^xt,) is the happinesa of life. 

Hoi. And, certes% the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it. — Sir, [ To Dull.] I do invite you too ; 
you shall not say me, nay : pauca verba. Away ; 
the gentles are at their game, and we will to our re-, 
creation. » lExemii. 



SCSJiB III. 

Another part qf the Park. 

Enter Birok, taith a paper. 

Biron. The kins; he is bunting the deer ; I att 
coursing myself, w ell. Sat thee down, sorrow i for 
so, Uiey say, the fool said, and so say I, and I the 
fool^ Well proved, wit 1 This love is as mad as 
Ajax; it kills sheep ^ it kills me, lasheep-.WeU 

* Jtn truth. 
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proTed again on my side ! I will not lore : if I do^ 
hang me ; i'faith, I will not. O, bat her eye^-^by-' 
this lights but for her eye, I would not love her ; 
yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the 
world but lie, and lie in my Ihroat. By heaven, I 
do love : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to b^ • 
melancholy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and" 
here my melancholy. Well, she hath one o'my son- 
nets already ; the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and 
the lady hath it : sweet clown,, sweeter fool, sweet- 
est lady ! By the world, I would not care a pin if 
the other three were in : Here comes one with a 
paper. £Gets up into a tree* 

Enter the Eang, tnith a paper, 

« 

King. Ah me ! 

Biron. \^ Aside,"] Shot, by heaven ! — Proceed, 
sweet Cupid ; thou hast thump'd him with thy bird- . 
bolt under the left pap : — 

King. [Reads.] So stoeet a kiss the golden sun" 
gives not 

To those Jresh morning drops upon the rose. 
As thy eye-beams y "vohen their Jresh rays have smote. \ 

The night qfdevo that on my cheeks doxunjlom : 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep, 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light j 

Thou shtn*st in every tear that I do 'weep : 
No drop hut as a coach doth carry thee. 

So rtdest thou triumphing in my 'woe ; 
Do but behold the tears thai swell in me^ 

And they thy glory through my grief wM shofm : ■-■ ■ 
But do not love thyself; then thou will keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep, 
O queen of queens y how far dost thou excel! 
No thought can think^ nor tongiie of mwtoiXt^^— *- 
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How shall abe know my grieft ? i -11 drop the pap^ ; 
Sweet leaves, shade foUy, Who is he comes here ? 

l^Stepi aside, i 

Enter LpNaAViLLE, tvUh a paper. 

What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear. 

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool, ap* 

pear I {^Aiiae* 

Long. Ah me ! I am forsworn. 

Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing 

papers. r Aside. 

King. In loVe, I hope : Sweet fellowship in 

shame! lAside. 

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

'[^AMe. 
Long. Am I the first that have been perjured so ? 
Biron. [Aside,"] I could put thee in comfort ; not 
by two, that I know : 
Thou mak^st the triumviry, the corner-cap of so- 
ciety, 
The shape of love's Tyburn tliat hangs up simplicity. 
Long. 1 fear, these stubborn lines lack power to 
move : 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 
These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 
Biron. [Aside*'] O, rhymes are guards on wantoit 
Cupid's hose : 
Disfigure not his shdp. 
Long. This same shall go. •— 

\^He redds the sonnet* 

Did not the heavenly rketorick of thine eye 

f Gainst xvhom thetoorld cannot hold arguMenij 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury f 

VovoSy for thee hrokcy deserve not punishments 
A inoman I forswore; buty I iJoiU prcfoe^ 
Thou being a goddess ^ I forsvdore not thee : 
My votu mas earthly ^ thou a heavenly love; ^ 

Thy grace being gain*d^ cures all disgrace in me. 
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Vtms are but hreatkf and ireaih a vajKmrit: 
Then ihtm^fatr nm^ vahick tm my earth doMt shine, 

Exhatst this vapour vow; in thee tt is: 
If broken^ then, it is no favit of mine ; 

/^oy md broke f What fool is not so wise. 

To lose an oath to mn a paradise f 

Enter DvMAiVy mth a piqierm 

Long. By whom shall I send this? —-Company I 
stay* ZSteppiw aside. 

Biron. [^Aside.^ All bid, all hid, an old infimt 
play : 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky. 
And wretched fools' secrets heedfquy o'er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill! 6 heavens, I have my 

wish; 
Domain transformed : four woodcocks in a dish ! 
Dum. O most divine Kate I 
Biron. O most prophane coxcomb ! 

[^Asidem 
Dum. As fiiir as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days ; but then no smi must 
shine. [ilsidSr. 

Dum. O that I had my wish ! 
JLoMEgr* Andlhadminet 

lAside. 
King. And I mine too, good Lcnrd ! I Aside. 
Biron. Amen, so I had mine : Is not that a good 

word ? lAsUe. ' 

Dum. I would forget her ; but a fever she 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember'd be. 
• Biron. A fever in your blood, why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers : Sweet misprision ! 

lAside. 
Dum. Once more 111 read the ode that I faivo 

writ. 
Biron. Once more I'll inark\io^\v«^ cwL-tiflB^ 
wit. \Kf^^ 
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Dum. OuM day^ 'f alack the day !) 
.' ' ' * - :jCm«, tohose month is ever Mayy 
Spied a blossom, passing fairy . 
Playing in the wanton atr: 
Through the velvet leaves the ioindy 
Allunseen, 'gan ^sdge ^nd-; 
That the lover, stck to death, 
Wish'd himself the heaven* s breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may bloiv ; 
'• Air, xvould I might triumph so I 

But fdack, my hand is sworn, 
jNe'er to pluck th^e from thy thorn •• 
Vou), alack, Jbr youth unmeet $ 
Youth so apt to pluck a stveet* 
Do not call it sin in me, 
' : That I am forsworn for thee : 

Thou for whom even Jove would vmear, 
Juno but an' Ethiop were f 
And deny himself for Jove, 
. Turning mortal for thy love. -^-^ . 

This will I send ; and something ^Ise mote plain^L 
That rfuJl ex;press my true love's fastii^^am. 
Q;. would the King, Birdn, and Longavulef 
Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note ; . 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
Jaong* Dumain, \^Advancing.'\ thy love is far from 

pharity, 
Tl^at in love's grief desir'st society : 
You may look pale, but I should blush, I ka^Vy 
To be o erheard, and taken napping so. 
I King, Qopae, sir, [^Advanctng.2 you blush; as his 

yo,ui: case is such ; / 

you, chide at him, offending twice as much : 
Ypu do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compile ; 
Npr iiever Jaj^ hi^- wreathed arms aUiwart 
"■" lovJDg farosom; to keep down his heart. 
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I have been closely shrouded in this bush^ 
And mark'd you both, and for you both cUd blush, 
I beard your euilty rh3rmes» observ'd your fashion ; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ah me ! says one ; O Jove ! the .other cries ; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes : 
You would for paradise break faith and troth ; 

[2*0 Long. 
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath, 

[ToDuMAIK. 

What will Birdn say, when th(U; he shall hear 
A faith infring'd, which such a zeal did swear? 
How will he scorn ? how will he spend his wit ? . 
How will he. triumph, leap, and laugh at it ?. 
For all the wealth that ever I did see^ 
I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron, Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy, — 
Ah, good my liege, I pray th^e parm>n me : 

^Descends Jrom ihe tree* 
Good heart, what grace .hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? . 
Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears, 
Xhere is no certain princess that appears : 
You'll not be perjur d, 'tis a hateful thipg ; 
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are vou not, 
ySLll three of you, to be thus much .o ershot ? 
O, what a scene of foolery I have seen, 
Of«ighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen M .. 
O ine, with what strict patience have I fiat, 
7o see a king transformed to a gnat ! 
And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 
And critick ^ Timon laugh at idle toys ! 
Where lies thy grief, O tell me, good Dumain ? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 
Apd where my liege's ? all about the breast : -«- . 
A caudle, ho! 

'Grief. K^r^yfL. 

VOL. II. B B 
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fCing* Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray'd thus to thv oyef-view ? 

Biron. Not you by me, but! betrqr'd to you ; 
I, that am honest; If that hold it sin 
To break the vow-I am engaged in ; 
I am betray'd) by keeping company 
With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 
Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute's time 
In pruning^ me? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise ahand^ a foot, a face, an eye, 
A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 
A leff, alimb?-^ 

Ktng. Soft : Whither away so &st ? 

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so ? 

Biron. I post from love ; good lover, let me go.* 

Enter Jaqui^ketta and Costar2>« 

'- ' JajjT. God bless the king \ ■ . 

Ktng. What present hast thou there f 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

Cost. Nay, k makes nothing, sir. 

King. tf It mar nothmg neither. 

The treason, apd you, go in peace awajr together. 

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be 
read ; 
Our parson misdoubts it ; 'twas treason, he said. 

jKfTtg:. Biron^ read it over. 

{Gvoing him the letter^ 
Where hadst thou it ? 

Jo^. Of Costard. 

Ktng. Where hadst thou it ? 

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadlo. 

King. How now ! what is in you ? why dost thou 
tear it? 

Iq ^mming myself. - 
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Biron. A tajr* my li^e, a toy ; your grace needs 
not fear it. 

Long. It did move him to pafl8ioii» and therefore 

let's hear it. 
Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 

i Picks up thepkces* 
. , „„ ,i \To Costard.] 

you were bom to dD me shame. -— 
Guilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 

Bvron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to 
make up the mess : 
He, he, and you, niy liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in fove, and we deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
IHrn* Now the number is even. 
Biron. Toie, true ; we are four : — 

Will these turtles be gone ? 
King. Hence, sirs ; away. 

Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
stay. • [£xeufU Cost, and Jaq^ 

King. What, did these rent lines show some love 

of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the 
heavenly Rosaline, 
That, like a rude and saya«re man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east. 
Bows not his vassal head ; and, strucken blind» 

Ejsses the base ground- with obedient breast? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow. 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 
King. What zealj what fury hath inspired thee 
now? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 
She, an attending star, scarce seen a Ught. 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I fiir4n*« 
0, but tor my love, day vro\A^ X.\xr«x\» \5n:sSp^^* 

B B 2 
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Of all' complexions the cull'd soyereigntjr 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cn^k ; 
Where several worthies make one digmtfr ; 

Where nothing wants, that want itself doth 
seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues — 

Fjre, painted rhetorick ! O, she needs it not*: 
To thmgs of sale a seller's praise belongs ; 

She passes praise ; then praise too eliort doth 
blot. 
A withered hermit; fire-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifly, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-bom. 

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy. 
0> 'tis the. sun, that maketh all things shine ! 

King. By heaven, thy love is black as ebdny. 
' Biron. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 
O^ who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack, 
If diat she learn not of her eye to look*: 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
O, if in black my lady's brows be deckt. 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair. 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she bom to make black fair. 
Her favour tums the fashion of the days ; 

For native blood is 'counted painting now ; 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 
King. But what of this ? Are we not all in love ? 
Biron. Nothing so sure; and thereby all for- 
sworn. 
King. Tlien leave this chat; and; good Birdn, 
now prove 
Our lovinff lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dum. Ay, marry, tibere,— some flattery for tfo 
evil. 
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Lo'ng. O9 some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, some quillets % how to cheat the devil. 

Dum* Some salve for perjury. 

Biron. O, tis more than need 1 -^ 

Have at you then, affection's men at arms : 
Consider, what you first did swear unto; — 
To fast, — to study> — and to see no woman ; — 
Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you &st ? your stomachs are too young ;.. 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to study, lords. 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book : 
Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 
Have found ^the ground of study's excellence, 
Without the' beauty of a woman's face ? 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They are the ground, the books, the academes. 
From whence doth wring the true Promethean firvf 
Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spints in the arteries ; 
As motion, apd long- during action, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 
Now, for not looking on a woman's face, 
You have in Aat forsworn the use of eyes ; 
And study too, the causer of your vow : . 
For where is any author in the world, 
Teaches such beauty as a woman's eve ? 
Learning is.but an adjunct to oursel^ 
Ami where we are, our learning likewise is. 
Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes, 
Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 
O, we have made a vow to study, lords ; 
And in that vow we. have forsworn our books ; 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
la leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as ^e prompting eyes 

^ L»w«cib\ca9DM^ 

BBS 
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Of beauteous tutors have enriched ycfu with ? 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 
And therefore finding barren practisers. 
Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 
But love, first Jeamed in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 
But with the motion of all elements. 
Courses as swif): as thought in every power ; ' 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious seeing to the eve ; 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 
A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 
When the suspicious head of thefl is stopp'd ; 
Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible. 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 
Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and musical, 
As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 
And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write. 
Until his ink were temper d with love's sighs ; ' 
O, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They sparkle stifl the right Promethean €re ; 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world ; 
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent : 
Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love ; 
Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men ; 
Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves. 
Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths : 
It is religion to be thus forsworn : 
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For charity itself fulfils the law ; 
And who can sever love ^om charity ? 

Kingi Saint Cimid, then! and, soldiers^ to the^ 
field ! 

Biron, Advance your standards, and upon them^ . 
lords ; 
Pell-mell, down-, with them ! but be first advis'd, 
In conflict that you get Uie sun of them. 

Long, Now to plain dealing ; lay these glozes by : 
Shall we resolve to woo these girk of France ? 

King. And win them too : therefore let us devisee 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

Biron, First, from the park let us conduct them 
thither ; 
Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress: in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime sc^ace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 
For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours. 
Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with flowei^ 

King* Away, away ! no time shall be omitted, 
That will be tmie, and may by us be fitted. 



ACT THE HFTH. 

SCENE I. 

.1 A street. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Hoi. Satis quod sufficii* 

Nath. Sir^ your reasons^ at dinner have been 
sharp and sententious ; pleasant without scuitiEty, 

I DiKOurses. 
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^tty without affection '^ audacious wi&out inajni* 
dency, learned witibout opinion, and stranse with* 
out heresy. I did converse this ^pumdam day wHh 
a companion of the king's, who is intituled, nouii- 
nated, or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

Hoi. Novi hominem tanguam te : His humour is 
lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, 
his eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonicid '• He is 
too picked ', too spruce, too affected, too odd, aa it 
were, too perigrinate, as I may call it. 

Natk, A most singular and choice epithet. 

[ Takes out his iaUe^hx^* 

Hoh He draweth out the thread of his verbosiu- 
finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor such 
fanatical phantasms, such insociable and point*dt« 
vise ' companions ; such rackers of orthography, aa 
to speak, dout, fine, when he should say, dcndit 
det, when he should pronounce, debt; d, e, b, t 
not, d, e, t : he clepeth a calf, cauf ; balfi; bauf 
neighbour, vocatur^ nebour, neigh, abfaoreviated, ne 
This is abhominable, (which he would call abomin- 
able,) it instnuateth me of insanie; Ne intdUgis 
dominef to make frantick, lunatick. 

Nath. Laus deo^ bone inteUigo^ 

Hoi. Bone f bone^ for behh .* Priscian a little 

scratch'd; 'twill serve. 

Enter Armado, MoTui and Costard. 

Nath. Videsne quis veniif 

Hoi. Video, Sf gaudto. 

Arm. Chirra ! \To Moth. 

Hoi. Quare Chirra, not sirrah ? 

Arm. Men of peace well encountered. * 

Hcl. Most military sir, salutation. 

< ASeetation. ^Boastfol. > Ov«r*dm99<L 
* Vhucil exactnen. 
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Moth. They have be^i at a great feast o^ lan- 
guages, and stolen the scraps. \To Costard aside* 

Cost. O, they have lived long, in the alms-basket 
of words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee 
for a word ; for thou art not so long by the head as 
honortficMlitudinitatibus : thou art easier swal- 
lowed than a flap-dragon. ^ 

Moih. Peace ; the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, [ZbHoL.] areyounotletter'd? 

Motk. Yes, yes ; he teaches bo3ns the horn-book : 
— What is a, b, spelt backward with a horn on hi» 
head ? 

Hoi. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn : — You 
hear his learning. 

Hoi. Quis, quis, thou consonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels) if youjrepeat 
them ; or the fiflb, if I. 

Hoi. I will repeat them, a, e, i. — 

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it ; o, a. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterra^ 
neum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : snip, 
snap, quick and home ; it rejoiceth my intellect : 
true wit. . . 

Moth. OiFer'd by b child to an old man. 

Cost. An I hlid but one penny in the world, thou 
i^ouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is- 
the very remuneration I had of thy master, thou, 
halfpenny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of dis- 
cretion. 

Arm. Arts-man, pneamhula ; we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not .educate' youni at 
the charge-house ^ on the top of the mountain ? 

Hoi. Or, monsy the hllK • 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

Hoi. I do, sans question. 

« 

s A small inflammable substance, swallowed in « ^asi 
ofwine. 4Free-MhooL 
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Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; m^niy 
&miliar, I do assure you» very ^ood friend s p— Foe 
what is inward between lis, let it pass : — I, do be* 
seech thee, remember thy courtesy ;r-* I beseech 
thee, apparel thy head;— and among othar i|»» 
portunate and most serious designs^— -and of spreat 
import indeed, too; — but let that pass:— &r I 
must tell thee, it will please his grace (by the world) 
sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder ; but sweet 
heart, let that pass. By the world, I recount no 
iable ; some certain special honours it pleasetb his. 
greatness to impart to Armado, a soldier, a man of 
travel, that hatn seen the world : but let that pass. 
•—The very all of all is, — but, sweet heart, J do 
implore secrecy, — that the king would have me; 
present the pnncess, sweet chuck, with some de- 
lightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or antick, 
or fire-work. Now, understanding that the curatQ 
and your sweet self, are good at such eruptions, 
and sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have 
acquainted you withal, to the end to crave your 
assistance. 

Hoi, Sir, you shall present before her the nine 
worthies. — Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en* 
tertainment of time, to be rendered by our assist- 
ance, — the king's command, and this most gallant, 
illustrate, and learned gentleman, — before th^ 
princess ; I say, none so fit as to present the nine 
worthies. 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them ? 

iloL Yourself; myself, or this gallant gentle- 
man ; this swain, because of his great limb or joints 
shall pass Pompey the great ; the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not quantity 
enough for that worthy's thumb ; he is not so big 
as the end of his club. 

Hoi. Shall I have audience? he shall present 
Hercules in jminority : his enter and exit sball he 
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jitnmgfiiig a make; and t will have an apol^ for 
chat parpoM. 

Moth. An excellent deviee ! so, if any of thie 
audience hiss, vou may cry : iioM done Hercules f 
novp than crusheit the snake I that is the way to 
make an offence gracious ; though few have the 
grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the worthies ? — 

HoL I will pk^ three myself. 

Moth. Thrice*^worthy gentleman ! 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi. We attend. 
; Arm. Wewill have, if this fadge' not, anantick. 
I heseech you, follow. 

Hoi. Via ^ goodman Dull ! thou hast spoken nd 
word all this while. 

Dtitf. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

Hoi. AUonsl we will employ thee. 

DuU. 1*11 make one in a dance, or. so ; or I will 

£y on the tabor to the worthies, and let them 
leethe.hay. 
Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away. 



SCINK II. 

Befbre the Princess's PaoUion. 

Enter the Princess, Eatharinb, Rosaline, and 

Mar](a. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we iid" 
part. 
If fairings come thus i>lentiftiily in : 
A lady walFd about with diamonds ! — 
Look you, what! have from the loving king. 

• 5 Suit ^CouTBge. 



280 j..ovb's X ABOuy s XonSi [^*ct:jp^ 

Ros. Madam, came nothing else along with that? 
Prin. Nothing but this? yes, as much k>ve.iii 
rh3naae, 
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper, 
Writ on both sides the leaf, niargent and all ; 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 
Ros. That was the way to make his god-he84 
wax ' ; 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. • 
Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallowj too. 
Ros^ You'll ne'er be friends with him ; he Idll'd 
your sister. 
' Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, andiieovy; 
And so she died : had she been hght, like you, . "; 
Pf such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 
She might have been a grandam ere she died.: 
And so mjiy you ; for a light hefart lives long. 
Ros* What's your dark meaning, mouse*, .of this 

light word ? . • . 

Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 
Ros. We need more light to find;your maaiing 

out. \ 

Knth. You'll mar the light, by taking it in snuff'; 
Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument. 

Ros. Look, what you do, you do it still i' the 

dark. ... 

Kath. So do not you ; for you are a light girl. 
Ros. Indeed, I weigh not you^ and therefore 
light. 
. Kath. You weigh m^ not — O, that's jqu cac^ 
not. for me." 
Ros. Great reason; for, Past cure is still past 
care. 
' Prin. Well bandied both ; asetofwitwellplay'd. 
But Rosaline, you have a fiEivour too : ^ 
Who sent it? and what is it? 
Ros. I. would, you luQ|ew : 

7 Grow. .' Formerly a term of endearmeot* . 9 In anger. 
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An if my face were but as fair as yours, 

My favour were as great ; be witness this. 

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Birdn : 

The numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too, 

r were the fairest goddess on the ground : 

I am compared to twenty thousand fairs. 

O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter ! 

Prin, Any thing like ? 
^ Ros* Much, in Sie letters ; nothing in the praise^ 

Pnn. ^eauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 

KatJi^ Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

R^g. 'Ware pencils ! How ? let me not die your 
debtor. 
My red dominical, my golden letter : 
P, that your face were not so full of O -s ! 

Kath» A plague of that jest! and beshrew all 
• shrows ! 

Prin. But what was sent to you from fairDu* 
main ? ^ • 

Kath. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send you twain? 

Kath. Yes, madam ; and moreover. 
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover : 
A huge translation of hjrpocrisy. 
Vilely compiled, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Lod« 
gaville; 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less: Dost thou not wish Jn 
heart, . 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might n^er 
part. 

Prin. We ^re wise girls, to mock our lovers so* 

Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mockii^ 
so. 
That same Birdn I'll torture ere I eo. 
O, that I knew he were but in by Uieireek I '^ 
How I would.Qiako lum fawn, and bc^, $aaA'pe^ ; ^ 

VOL, II. ' c c 
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And wait the season, and observe the times. 
And spend his prodigal -wits in bootless rhymes ; 
And shape his service wholly to my behests ; 
And make him proud to make me proud that jests ! 
So portent-like would I o'ersway his state, 
That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch'd. 
As wit tum*d fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd. 
Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school) 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 
. Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note. 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet. 

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 

Boyet. O, I am stabb'd with laughter ! Where's 
her grace ? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet? 

Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare ! -«-^ 

Arm, my girls, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace : Love doth approach disguis'd, 
Arsofed in arguments ; you'll be surpris'd : 
Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 
.JPrin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid! What are 

they. 
That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say* 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a svcamore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour : 
When, lo 1 to interrupt my purpos'd rest, 

?bfwwd that shade I might behold addrest 
he king and hiscompanion^ : warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by. 
And overheard what you shall overhear ; 
thai, bjr aad by» diigiiis'd they will be here. 
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Their herald is a pretty knavish ^age| 

That well hy heart hath conn'd his embassage ; 

Action, and accent, did they teach him there; 

Thus must thou speak^ and thus thy body hmr f 

And ever and anon they made a doubt. 

Presence majestical would put him out ; 

For^ quoth the king, an angdshalt thou seej 

Yetjearnot thou, out speak audaciously. 

The boy reply'd. An angel is not evil; 

I should have feared her, had she been a devil. 

With that all laughed, and clapp'd him on the 

shoulder ; 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 
One rubb'd his elbow, thus ; and fleer'd, and swore> 
A better speech was never spoke before : 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry'd, Via! uoe tvHl doty come xiohat wiU corner 
The third he caper'd, and cried, All goes toeU: 
The fourth turn d on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did'tumble on the ground. 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 
That in this spleen ridiculous. appears. 
To check their folly, passion's solemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to visit us? 

Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel'd 
thus, — 
liike Muscovites, or Russians : as I guess. 
Their |>urpose is, to parle, to court, and dance : 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress ; which they'll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin, And will they so ? the gallants shall be 
task'd : — 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd ; 
And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Despite of suit, to see a lady's face.-~ 
Hold, Rdsaline, this favour thou shalt wear ; 
And then the king will court thee for bis dear; 

cc 2 
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Hold, take thou this, my swfset, and give me thine ; 
So shall Birdn take me for Rosaline. — 
And change you favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'dl by these removes. 

Ros. Come on then; wear the favours most in 
sight. 

Kath. But, in this changing, what is your intent^ 

Prin, The eflect of my mtent is, to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock'd withal, 
Upon the next occasion that we meet. 
With visages display'd, to talk, and greet. 

Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us to't. * 

Prin, No ; to the death, we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their penn*d speech render we no grace ; 
But, while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet, Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's 
heart. 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin, Therefore I- do it ; and, I make no doubt, 
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no such sport, as sport by sport o'erthrown ; 
'To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 
And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame. 

[ Trumpets sound tvitkin, 

Boyet. The trumpet sounds ; be mask'd, the 
maskers come. [ The ladies mask. 

Efder the King, Biron, Longaville, and Du- 
MAiN, in Russian habits^ and masked; Moth, 
Musicians and Attendants. 

Moth. AU hail, the richest beauties on the earth ! 
Boyet, Beauties no richer than rich tafiata. 
Moth* A holy parcel of the Jairest dames f 

[The ladies turn their backs to him. 
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That ever turrCd their — bcicks — to mortal vUfiioti 
Biron. Their eyesy villain, their eyes* 
Moth. That ever turrid their eyes to mortal views / 

Out — 
Boyet, True; ouif indeed. « 

Moth. Ottt of your favours^ heavenly spirits^ 
vouchsafe 
Not to behold — 
Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 
Moth. Once to behold with your sun^beamed eyes, 
' tvith your sun-beamed eyes. — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it, dau|;hter-beamed eyes. 
Moth, They do not mark me, and that brings- mQ 

out. 
Biron. Is this your perfectness? begone, you 

rogue. 
Ros. What would these strangers? know their 
minds, Boyet : 
If they do speak our language, 'Us our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes : 
Knpw what they would. 
Boyet. What would you with the princess? 
Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ros. What would they, say they? 
Boyet. Nodiin^ but peace, and gentle visiUtion. 
' . Eos. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be 
gone. 
Boyd. She says, you have it, toid you may be 

gone. 
Kins. Say to her, we have measur'd inai^ nuks, 
To U&A a measure with her on this grass. 
fU>yet. They say, that they have measured mapy 
a mile, 
To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

, Ros* It is not so : ask them, how many incties 
Is in on^ mile : if they have measur'd many, - 
The measure then of one is easily told. 

c c S 
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Boyet, If, to come > hither jou hare measur'd- 
miles, 
And many miles ; the princess bids joir tell> 
How many inches do fill up one mile. 
Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 
Botfiet, She hears herself. 

Rosn How many weibry steps^ 

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone, 
Are numbered in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron, We number nothing that we spend for you ; 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 
That we may do it still without accompt. 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 
Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds 
do ! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to 

shine 
(Those clouds remov'd,) upon our watery e3me. 

Ros, O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now request'st but moonshine in the water. •- 
King, Then, in our ntieasure do but vouchsafe one 
change : 
Thou bid*st me be^ ; this begging is not stranee. 
Ros, Play, musick, then: nay, you must do it 
soon. [ Musick jdays. 

Not yet ; — no dance: — thus change I like the moon. 
King* Will you not dance? How come you thus 

estrang*d ? 
Ros, You took the moon at full ; but now .she's 
chang*d. ' - 

King, Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 
The musick plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. '^ 
Ros, Our ears vouchsafe it. 
King, But your legs should do it. 

Ros,' Since you are strangers, and come here by 
chaace, . , • • . 

We*ll not be nice : take hands ; — we will not dance. 



King. Wliy take we hands then ? '^ 

Ros. Only to part friends : — 

Court'sy, sweet hearts ; and so tlie measure ends. 

• King, More measure of . this measure ; be not 

nice. 
Ros. We can afford no more at such a price. - 
King, Prize you yourselves; What buys your 

company ? 
Ros, Your absence only. 
King, That can never be. 

' Ro8, Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu ; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 
King, If you deny to dance, let's held more chat. 
Ros, In private then. 

King, . I am best pleas'd with that. 

[ J%ey converse aport, 
Biron, White-handed mistress, one sweet word 

with thee. 
JPrin, Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is three. 
V Biron, Nay then, two Ireys, (an if you grow so 

nice,) 
Metheglin, wort, and nialmsey; — Well run, dice. 
There's hsdf a dozen sweets. 

Prin, Seventh sweet, adieu i 

Since you can cog % I'll play no more with you. 

• Biron, One word in secret. 

Prin, Let it not be sweet. 

. Biron, Thou griev'st my gall. 
Prin, Gall? bitter. 

Biron, Therefore meetw 

[ They converseapisirt, 
JDum, Will you vouchsafe with me to change a 
' '■ . mcrd? 
Mar, Name it. 

DUm, Fair lady, — ^ 

Mar, Say you so ? Fair lordj— 

Take that for your fair lady. 

• • - « 

9 Falsify dice, lie. 
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Dum. ^ Please it you, 

As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 

[ They^ convene apart • 
Kath. What, was your visor made without a 

tongue ? 
Long* I know tlie reason, lad]^, why you ask. 
Kath. O, for your reason ! quicJdy, sir ; I long* 
Long, You have a double tongue within your 
mask, 
And would afford my speechless visor half. 
Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ; — Is not veal 

a calf? 
Long, A calf, fair lady ? 
Katn. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let's part the word. 
Katn. No, I'll not be your half. 

Long, One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Kat%, Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you 
cry. [ TAey converse apart . 

Boyet, The tongues of mocking damsels are as 
keen 
As is the razor's edge invisible. 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference \ their conceits have wingfi 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, tlioughtr swifter 
things. ^ 

Ro8, Not one word more, my maids ; break ofl^.. 

break off. 
JBf ron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scpff ! 
King, Farewell, mad damsels ; you have simple 
wits. 

[Eoreun^ Kine, Lords, ^OT'&yMuskhand 
Attendants. 
Prin, Twenty adieus, my froaren Muscovites. *— 
Will they not, think you, hang themselves to v^t ? 

Or ever, but in vigors, show their fiicei? 
This pert Birtfn was out of countenance quite. 
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Ros. O ! they were all in lamentable cases ! 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin. Birdn did swear himself oat of all suit. 

Mar, .Dumain was at my iservice, and his sword': 
"So point *y quoth I ; my servant straight was mute: 

Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o'er hii 
heart; 
And trow you, what he calFd me ? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Kath^ Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go,, sickness as thou^rt i 

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute- 
caps. * 
But will you hear?, the king is my love sworn. " 

Prin. And quick Birdn hath plighted faith to me. 

.Kath. And Longaviile was for my service bom. 

Mar. Dumain is mine, as sure as bark on tree. '^ 

Botf^. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear: 
Iinmediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be, 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 
♦ Prin. Will they return ? 

Boyet. They will, they will, heaven. knows ; " 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows; 
Therefore, change favours * ; and, when they repair. 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 

.Prin. How blow ? bow blow ? speak to be under-, 
stood. 

Boyet. Fair ladies, mask'd, are roses in their bud: 
Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shown/ 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do, , 
If they return in their own shapes to woo? 

Ros. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, , 
Let's mock them still, as well known, as disguis'dr 

I A ^tbble on the French adverb of nation* 

^ Better wits may be found among citizens. 

i Features, countenances. 
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Let us complain to them what fools were here^ 
Dissuis'd liice Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 
And wonder, what t)ie j were ; and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn*d. 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous. 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet. Ladles, withdraw ; the gallants are at hand. 

PHn. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land. 
[Exeunt Princess, Ros. Kath. and Maria. 

Enter ike King, Biron, Longaville, and 
DuMAiN, in their proper habits* 

King* Fair sir, Heaven save you ! Where is the 

princess ? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent : Please it your majestyi 
Command me any service to her thither ? 
King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one 

word. 
Boyet, I will ; and so will she, I know^ my lord. 

... lExit. 

Biron, This fellow picks up wit, as pigefons peas ; 
And utters it a&ain when Jove doth please : 
He is wit*s pedler ; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and was6els% meetings, markets, fairs ; 
He can carve too, and lisp : Why, this is he> 
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy ; 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice. 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable term6 ; nay, he can sin^ 
A mean ^ most meanly ; and, in ushering, 
Mend him who can : the )adies call him, sw;eet ; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet ; 
This is the flower that smiles on every .one. 
To show his teeth as white as whales bone^ : 

^ Rustic mer^-meedngs. ^ The tenor m musick. 
^ Tiie tooth of the hone-whale. 
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And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
l*ay him the due of honej-tongued Boyet. 

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with' my 
heart, 
That put Armado's'page out of his part ! 

Enter the Princess, ushered hy Boyet; Rosaline^* 
Maria, Katharine, aracT Attendants* 

Biron. See where it comes ! — Behaviour, what 
wert thou, 
Till this man show*d thee ? and what art thou now? 
King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of 

day! 
Prin* Fair, in all hul, is foul, as I conceives 
King, Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wish me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We <»me to visit you ; and purpose how 
To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then. 
Prin, This field shall hold me ; and so hold your 
vow : 
Nor Heaven, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 
King. Rebuke me not for that which you pro* 
voke ; 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
Prin. You nick-name virtue : vice you should have 
spoke ; 
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the unsullied lily, I protest, 
A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest : 
So. much I hate a breaking-cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
King. O, you have liv'd in desolation here, 
l^iseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
Prin* Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear ; 
We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game ; 
A mess of Russians left us but of late, 
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King, How, madam? Russians? 

Prin* Ay, in truth, my lord ; 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

Ros. Madam, speak true: — It is not so, my 
lord ; 
My lady, (to the manner of the days \) 
In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 
iVe four, indeed, confronted here with four 
In Russian habit : here they stay'd an hour. 
And talk*d apace ; and in that hour, my lord. 
They did not bless us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think. 
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

Biron, This jest is dry to me — Fair, gentle sweet. 
Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet 
With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye, 
By light we lose light : Your capacity 
-Is of that .nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 
' Iio&, This proves you wise and rich ; for in nay 
eye, — 

Biron, I am a fool, and fuU of poverty. 
. . Roi. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron* O, I am yours, and all tliat I possesa. 
r Ros. All the fool mine ? 

Biron* I cannot give you less. 

Ros* Which of the visors was it, that you wore ? 

Biron. Where? when? what vizor? whydemaad 
you this ? 

Ros* There, then, that visor; that superfluous, 
case. 
That hid the worse, and show'd the bet;ter face. - 

King. We are -descried: they'll mock us^^oow: 
downright. 

Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

7 After the £Mbl6n of the times. 



SCENE II.l love's labour's LOST. 293 

Prin. Amaz*d, my lord ? Why looks your high- 
ness sad ? 
Ros. Help, hold his brows ! he'll swoon ! Why 
look you pale? — 
Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 
Biron, Thus pour the stars down plagues for per- 
jury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out ? — 
Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a 
flout ; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And I will wish thee never more to dance, 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 

! never will I trust to speeches penn'd. 

Nor. to the motion of a school-boy's tongue ; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's song : 
Taffiita phrases, silKen terms precise, 

Three-pil'd hyperboles, spruce affectation^ 
Figures pedantical ; these summer-flies 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 

1 do forswear them-: and I here protest, 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, 
Heaven knows J) ' «' 

Henceforth my wooing mind shall be expressed 

In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : ' 

And, to begin, girl, — so Heaven help me, la! — 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Rob. Sans sans, I pray you. 

Biron. Yet I have a trick - 

Of the old' rage : — bear, with me, I am sick ; 
I'll leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see ; — 
Write, Heaven have mercy on tu, on those three ; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 
They hav« the plague, and caught it of your eyes : 
These loros are visited ; you are n6t free, 
For the Lord's tokens on you do I see. 

VOL. II. p D 
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Priiu No, they are free, that gave these tokens 
to us. 

Biron* Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us. 

Ros. It is not so : For how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue? 

Biron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you. 

Ros, Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

Prin, The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd ? 

King, Madam, 1 was. 

Prin. And were you wdl advis'd ? 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Prin. When you then were here. 

What did yoii whisper in your lady's ear ? 

King^ That more than all the world I did respect 
her. 

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will 
reject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear ; 

Your oath once broke, you force ^ not to forswear. 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 

Prin. I will ; and therefore keep it : — « Rosaline^ 
W^hat did the Russian whisper in your ear ? * 

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-sight ; and did value me 
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. * 

Prin. Heaven give thee joy of him 1 the noble 
lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam ? by my life, my 
troth, 
I never swore this lady such an oath. 

' Make no difficulty. 
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R0S4 By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain. 
You gave me this : but take at, sir, again. 

King, My faith, and this, the princess I did give ; 
I knew her by this jewel on* her sleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear ; 
And lord Birdn, I thank him, is my dear : — 
What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ? ♦ 

Biron, Neither of either; I remit both twain.— 
I see the trick on't ; — Here was a consent ', 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please^man, some slight zany \ 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some 

Dick,— • 

That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she's dispos'd, — 
Told our intents before : which once disclos'd. 
The ladies did change favours ; and then we. 
Following the signs, woo'd but the sigil of shi^. ' 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror. 
We are again forsworn ; in will, and error. 
Much upon this it is : — And might not you, 

[IbBOYBTV 

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by the squire % 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire>/ 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 
You leer upon me, do you ? • there's an eye. 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet. Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting sti^ight ! . Peace ; I have 
done. 

Enter Costard. 
Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

^Conspiracy. « Buffoon. * Square, rule. 
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Cost, O, sir, they would know, 
Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 
Biron. What, are there but three ? 
Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine, 

For every one pursents three. 
Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost. Not so, sir ; under correction, sir ; I hope, 
it is not so : 
You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we 

know what we know : 
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for 

nine. 
Cost. O, sir, it were pity you should get your 
living by reckoning, sir. 
Bixon. How much is it? 

Cost. O, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, 

sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount: for my 

own part, I am, as they say, .but to parfect one 

man, — e'en one poor man ; Fompion the great, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Cost. It pleased them, to think me worthy of 

Pompion the great : for mine own part, I know not 

the degree of the worthy ; but I am to stand for hinu 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir ; we will take 

. some care. [^Exit Costaad. 

King. Birdn, they will shame us, let them not 

approach. 
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord : .and 'tis 
some policy 
To have one snow worse than the king's and his 
company. 
King. I say, they shall not come. 
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you 
now; 
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That sport best pleases, that doth least know how ; 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents, 
Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enter Arm ado. 

Arm* Anointed, I implore so much expence of 
thy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of 
words. 

[Armado converses mth the King, and deli" 
vers him a paper."] 
Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey mo- 
narch : for, I protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding^ 
fantastical ; too, too vain ; too, too vain : But we 
will plut it, as they say, to foriuna delta guerra. \ 
wish you the peace of mind, most royal couplement ! 

\^Exit Armado. 
King. Here is like to be a good presence of wor- 
thies : He presents Hector of Troy ; the swain, 
Pompey the great ; the parish curate, Alexander ; 
Armado's page, Hercules ; the pedant, Judas Ma* 
chabaeus. 

And if these four worthies in their first show thrive. 
These four will change habits, and present the other 
five. 
Biron. There is five in the first show. 
King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not so. 
Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
priest, the fool, and 'the boy : — 
Abate a throw at novum ^; and the whole world 

again, 
Cannot prick out five such, take each one in his vein. 
King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
amain. 
ISeats brought/or the-Kingf Prmcess, Sfc» 

^ A game with dice. 
' DD 3 
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Pageant of the Nine Worthies.. 

Enter Costard arm dy for Pompey. 

Cost. / Pompey am, 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. / Pompey am, 

Boyetn With libbard*s head on knee. 

Biron, Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be 

friends with thee. 
Cost. / Pompey am, Pompey sumam*d the big, — 

• Dum. The great. 

Cost, It is great, sir; — Pompey sumam'd the 
great ; 
That oft infield, toith targe and shield, did make my 

foe to stveat : 
And, travelling along this coast, I here am come by 

chance ; 
And lay my arms before thefoet of this stoeet lass of 

France. 
If your ladyship would say. Thanks, Pompey, I had 
done. 
Prin, Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost, *Tis not so much worth ; but, I hope, I was 
perfect : I made a little fault in great, 

' Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey prove* 
the best worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel arm*d,for Alexander. 

• ■» 

Nath. When in the voorld I livd, I tvas the ivorld's 
) commander. 

By east, ^est, north, and south, I spread my conquer- 
ing might : 
My 'scutcheon plain declares, that I am Alisander^ 
Boyet, Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it 

stands too right. 
Prin, The conqueror is dismayed : Proceed, good 
Alexander. 
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/ 

Nath. When in the 'world I livd, I was the toorkTs 
commander : — 

Boyet. Most true, 'tis right ; you were so, Ali- 
sander. . 

BirOn. Pompey the great, f , 

Cost. Your servant, and Cost^d. 

Birfin, Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 
sander. 

Cost. O, sir, [ To Nath.] you have overthrown 
Alisi^nder the conqueror ! You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this. A conqueror^ and 
^eard to speak! run away for shame, Alisander. 
[Nath. retires.^ There, an*t shall please you; 
a foolish mild man ; an honest man, look you, and 
soon dash*d ! He is a marvellous good neighbour, 
insooth ; and a very good bowler : but, for Alisander, 
alas/ you see, how *tis ; — a little o'erparted : — But 
there are worthies a coming will speak their mind in 
some other sort. 
. Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

Enter Holofernes arm*dj and Moth arm'dy for 

Hercules. 

Hoi. Great Hercules is 'presented hy this imp, 
W.hose club MWd Cerberus, that three-neaded 
canus; 
And, 'vchen he voas a babe, a child, a shrimp, 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus : 
Quoniam, he seemeth tn minority ; 
Ergo, / come with this apology. — 
Keep some state in* thy exit, and vanish. 

\_Exit Moth. 
fJoL I will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Because thou hast no face. 
Hoi. Whatistliis? 
Boyet. A cittern head. 
Ihirn. The head of a bodkin. 
Birotu A death's face in a ring; 
Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce seen« 
Boyet. The pummel of Cssar*s fauichion. 



SCO LOVS'S LABOUR*S LOST. [aCT Tk 

JDum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask, 
' Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a brooch. 

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth«drawer i 
And .now, fx>rward ; for we have put thee in coun- 
tenance. 

HoL You have put me out of countenance. 

Biron, False ; we have given thee faces. 

HoL But you have out-fac'd them all. 

Biron, An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boyei. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let him go. 

[^Exit HOLOFERNBS. 

Enter Armado amCdyfor Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles; here corner 
Hector in arms. 

Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, T 
will now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Dum. I think. Hector was not so clean-timber'd. 

Long. His leg is too big fpr Hector. 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No ; he is best indued in the small. 

Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Dum. He's a painter ; fpr he makes faces'. 

Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances the mighty^ 
Gave Hector a gtft, — 

Dum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon. 

Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Dum. No, cloven. 

Arm. Peace. 
The armipotent Marsy of lances the mishty. 
Gave Hector a gift, the heir qflUon; 
A man so breath'dy that certain he would Ji^M^ yea 

From- mom tUl night, out of his pdvuton. 
lamthstjhmrt'^. 
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Dum, That mint. 

Long, That columbine. 

Arm, Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 

Long, I must rather give it the rein ; for it runs 
against Hector. 
' Dum, Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 

Arm, The sweet war-man is dead ; sweet chucks, 
beat not the bones of the buried : when he breath'd^ 
he was a man — But I will forward with my device : 
Sweet royalty, [To the Princess.] bestow on me 
the sense of hearing. [Biron whispers Costard. 

Prin, Speak, brave Heetor; we are much de- 
lighted. 
• Arm, I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. ' 

Boyet, Loves her by the foot. 

Arm. This Hector Jar surmounted Hannibal^ — 

Cost, The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is 
^one. 

Arm, Dost thou infamonize me among potentates ? 
thou shalt die. 

Cost, Then shall Hector be hanged, for Pompey 
that is dead by him. , 

Dum, Most rare Pompey ! . i . 

Boyet, Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron, Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey ! Pompey the huge ! 

Dum. Hector trembles. 

Biron, Pompey is mov'd : — More Ates % more 
Ates ; stir them on ! stir them on ! 

Dum, Hector will challenge him. 

Biron, Ay, if he have no more man's blood in 
him than will sup a flea. 

Arm, By the north pole, I do challenge thee* 

Cod, I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man; I'll slash; I'll do it by the sword: — I pray 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 

Dum, Room for the incensed worthies. 

s Ate was the goddess of discord. 
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Enter Mehcade. 

Mtr. Heaven save you, madam ! 

Pfin, Welcome, Mercade ; 
But that thou intertupt'st our merriment. 

Mer. I am sorry, madam^ for the news I bring, 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father — 

Prin, Deaa, for my life. 

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away; the scene begins to cloud. 

Amin For mine own part, I breathe free breath ; 
1 have seen the day. of wrong through the little hole 
of discretion, and I will right myself like a soldier. 

lExeunt fVorthies* 

King, How fares your majesty ? 

Prin, Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 

King, Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin, Prepare, I say.j->-.I thank you, gracious 
lords. 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreaty 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide. 
The liberal ^ opposition of our spirits : 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. -—Farewell, worthy lord! v* 

A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain*d. 

King, The extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 
And often, at his very loose, decides 
lliat which long process could not arbitrate : 
And. though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, 
The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 
Yet, since love's argument was first on foot, 

^ Free to excess. 
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Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 

Ttom what it purposed ; since, to wail friends lost, 

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable, 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not ; my griefs are double. 

Biron, Honest plain words best pierce the ear of 
grief; — 
And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd. foul play with our oaths; your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents : 
And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous, — - 
As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 
All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 
Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye 
Full of strange snapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 
Which party^oated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, ^ 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities, 
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults. 
Suggested us to make : Therefore, ladies, 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Ir likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 
By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you : 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, : . 

Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Prin, We have received your letters, full of Jove ) 
Your favours, the embassadors of love ; 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 
As bombast, and as lining to the time : 
But more devout thap this, in our respects, 
Have we not been ; and therefore meet your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 
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Dum. Our letters, madam, showed much more 
than jest. 

Long, So did our looks. 

Ros, We did not quote ' them so; 

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin. A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in : 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltiness ; and, thererore this, — 
If for my love (as there is no such cause) 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me : 
Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning :' 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds ^ 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love. 
But that it bear this trial, and last love ; 
Then, at the expiration of the year. 
Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts, 
And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, ~ 
I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house ; 
Raining the tears of lamentation. 
For the remembrance of my father's death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 
Neither, intitled in the other's heart. 

King, If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest. 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is m thy breast. 

Biron. And what to me, my love ? and what to 
. me? 

7 Regard. * Clothing. 
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Ros. You must be pursed too, your sins are rank ; 
You are attaint with faults and perjury ; 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 
A twelvemonui shall you spend, and never rest^ 
But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum, But what to me, my love ? but what to 
me? 

Kaih, A wife ! — A beard, fair health, and honesty;^ 
With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 

Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ? 

Kath, Not so, my lord ; -^ a twelvemonth and a 
day 
I'll mark uo words that smooth-fkc'd wooers say : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come. 
Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some. 

Dum* I'll serve tliee true and faithfully till then. 

Kath, Yet swear not, lest you be forsworn again* 

Long. What says Maria ? 

Mar. At the twelvemontli's end^ 

I'll change my black gown for a faithful fHend. 

Long. I'll stay with patience ; but the time is 
long. 

Mar* The liker you ; few ta]ler are so young. 

Biron. Studies my lady? mistress look on me, 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 
What humble suit attenas thy answer there ; 
Impose some service on me K)r thy love. 

kos. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Birdn, 
Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 
Which you on all estates will execute, 
That lie within the mercy of your wit : 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain ; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 

?Vitiiout the which I am not to be won,) 
ou shall this twelvemonth term from day tA ^sk*! 
Visit the speechless sick, and sl\W toxjNCt^e.. 
Widi groamog wretdxes \ andyoxsx tBii^^Sos^'^*^ 

. VOL0 lU TL Yt 
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With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Biron. To move wild laughter in the throat of 
• death ? 
It cannot be ; it is impossible : 
jdirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit, 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace, 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jest's prosperity lies in the ear 
Qf him that hears it, never la the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 
Deaf'd with the clamours of their own dear groans,; 
Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But, if they will not, throw away that spirit. 
And I shall find you empty of that fault. 
Right joyful of your reformation. 

Biran. A twelvemonth ? well, befal what will 
befal, 
IJll jest a twelvemonth in an hospital; 

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord ; and so I take my 
leave. [ To ^^^ King. 

King, No, madam: we will bring you on your 
way. 

Biron., Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath i)ot Jill : these ladies' courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

liing. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a«L 
day, 
And then 'twill end. 

Biron, That's too long for a play. 

Enter Arm ado. 

Arm, Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me, rr- 
, Prin,, Was not that Hector ? 
Jbum, The worthy knight of Troy. 
Arm. I will kiss thy royal .finger, and take leave | 
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I am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenctta to hold 
the plough for her sweet love three years. But, 
most esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue 
that the two learned men have compiled, in praise 
of the owl and the cuckoo ? it should have followed 
in the end of oiir show. 

King, Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 

Arm. Holla! approach. 

Enter Holofernes, Nathaniel, Moth, 
Costard, and others. 

This side is Hiems, winter ; this Ver, the sprine ; 
the one maintained by the owl, the other by the 
cuckoo. Ver, begin. 

SONG. 

I- 

Spring. When daisies piedj and violets blue. 
And lady-smocks aU silver'tuhite. 
And cuchoO'buds qfyelloxio hue^ 

Do paint the meadotvs ivith deUghty 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he^ 

Cuckoo ; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O tvord of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear I 

II. 

When Shepherds pipe on oaten stratus. 
And merry larks are ploughmen s clockSf 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daxus, 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks^ 

The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he, 
Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — vcord of fear, \ 

Unpleasing to a married ear ! 
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III, 

^nter. When icicles hang hy ike xmUy 

And Dick the shepherd idotvsjus naUy 
And Tom hears logs into the holly 

And milk comesjrozen home in pailf 
When blood fs nipp'd^ and toays lejoid^ 
Then nightly sings the staring otd^ 

To'XJoho ; 
To-^hity to-uohok (\ merrv notCy 
While greasy J<mn doth keel ^ the pot. 

IV. 

When all aloud the toind doth Uotv, 

And coughing ^rofwns theparspn's sato. 
And birds sit brdoding in the snotOy 

And MansLu'snose looks red and ratOy 
When roasted crabs ' hiss in the bffuol^ > 
Then nightly sings the staring cfady 

To'Uoho ; 
To'tohity to-fohoy a merry notey 
WhUe greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Arm. The woMs of Morcury are harsh after the 
tongs of Apollo. You, that way ; we, this way. 

lExeunt. • 

^ Scum. 9 Wild apples. 
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